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CHAPTER I. 

pAPTAIN* HAWSEPIPE was, in many 
^ respects, a character. He was a 
tall, athletic, raw-boned man, with a face 
the contour of which was angular and 
as hard as nails. 

One would think that he could undergo 
any amount of "punishment," as the 
pugilists call it, with all the sang-froid of 
Tom Sayers himself. The eyes were small 
and deep-set, the nose long and high, and 
the general aspect of his features would 
be chai'aoterized as singular, and the 
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2 TJie Adventures of 

more so, as they were tattooed all over 
with representations of birds and wild 
animals. 

This gave a most grotesque expression 
to the countenance, which would doubtless 
have been thought by some sinister, if not 
repulsive, but for the good humour which 
beamed (like a broad expanse of sunshine 
on a bleak and rugged landscape) over the 
whole physiognomy of the man. 

This geniality of temper twinkled in the 
little, quickly-moving, restless eyes, in the 
comers of the large though somewhat 
coarse mouth, and found vent in the loud 
peals of laughter in which he would 
indulge at any joke that tickled his fancy ; 
and which explosions of mirth were of so 
boisterous and stentorian a character, that 
you would think you were in the presence 
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of the dreaded Ogre of nursery rhymes, or 
the Titan of school-boy days. 

He was a good old man was the 
"skipper" of the Bamchundra East 
Indiaman, and aU hands, from the chief 
mate to the ship's cook's mate or the 
loblolly boy, would obey his orders with 
alacrity, or do any suit or service he might 
require, with as much anxiety to please as 
if he were the " Cham " of Tartary him- 
self, and with a great deal more hearty 
good-will than that mighty though mys- 
terious potentate could command. 

I was once engaged in a pirate affair 
with him, where we had rather a narrow 
escape from three proas, crammed fiiU of 
those miscreants, who chased us some five 
miles down the river from Canton, keeping 
up a hot fusillade the whole of the way ; 
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4 The Adventwres of 

and it was only by dint of almost super- 
human exertions on the part of the Chinese 
boatmen who pulled our " Sampan," and 
also, in a great measure, to the heavy and 
continuous fire we three Englishmen kept 
up from a good stock of rifles, which we 
had brought with us to guard against the 
possibiUty of such an attack, that we 
escaped with our lives, after killing and 
wounding a large number of our assailants, 
who, crowded together in dense masses 
in their row-boats, offered a splendid mark 
to our rifles. 

On that occasion the gentleman who 
made up the trio with Captain Hawsepipe 
and myself (not reckoning one of the Bam- 
chundra^s seamen, who had seized the 
steering-oar), was an unerring shot, and 
did great execution with his " Westley 
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Richards," but just before the pu^tes 
desisted from their chase, he received a 
musket-ball in the wrist, which put an 
end to his shooting for many a day after- 
wards. 

" Airs well that ends well," is a trite 
though true saying, but had you on that 
memorable occasion seen our jolly old 
friend, even- in that most critical period 
of the chase, when our assailants were 
gradually gaining upon us, explode into 
roars of laughter as he knocked over a 
"John Chinaman," you would never 
have forgotten it. I know, for my part, 
I wondered at his utter indifference to 
danger, for I was counting the minutes that 
would probably elapse before the blood- 
thirsty wretches howling in our rear 
would overhaul us, and cut all our throats. 
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The captain, after tlie pirates had had 
enough of it, and the pursuit had been 
discontinued, and while we were refresh- 
ing the inner man, gave us at my request 
the particulars of his adventures in Borneo 
when taken prisoner as a boy by a party 
from one of the tribes, half-pirates, half- 
robbers, which used to infest that island 
in days gone by ; thanks, however, to the 

energy of Kajah Brooke and the English 
men-of-war which have co-operated with 
him, so much to the benefit of commerce 
and the well-being of the benighted inha- 
bitants of that little-known island, piracy 
may now be said to be a thing almost of 
the past. 

That great innovator, " steam," has 
worked wonders there as elsewhere, for a 
screw gun-boat can pounce down upon a 
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nest of these ruffians against wind and 
tide, when, in old times, a sailing ship-of- 
war had often the mortification of seeing a 
squadron of these craft escape her clutches, 
after a long and successful chase; the 
breeze, which in those latitudes is very 
capricious, would perhaps fall light, and 
the crews of the proas, after taking in all 
sail, and putting out their long sweeps, 
would soon leave astern the dreaded Fe- 
ringhees, and leisurely puUing round the 
nearest head-land, would disappear up one 
of the numerous creeks that intersect the 
coasts of Borneo, and the intricate navi- 
gation of which defies all pursuit. 

I will tell the story, as it was told to 
me, in the first person, and so put the 
reader into personal contact with my 
friend, Joshua Hawsepipe, Master Mariner. 
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Well, my lad (said he, taking a long 
puU at a tankard of brandy and water, 
hot and strong, for he made one of the 
"sampan" men light a fire, and set the 
kettle a boiling without loss of time). 
Well, this was my first voyage, for I was 
but twelve years of age, and had much 
diflGiculty in persuading my poor mother, 
God bless her (said he, raising his hat 
reverently), to allow me to follow my bent 
and go to sea. 

Opposition to my wishes was found to 
be useless, and both father and mother at 
length gave their consent, and after getting 
my outfit, I sailed from Plymouth on board 
one of the brigs of war of his late Majesty 
King George the Third. 

The Minnow^ 12-gun brig, was a small 
vessel, and had been built during the 



Joshua Hawsepipe. 9 

Revolutionary War with France. She was, 
therefore, very old, and, having seen a 
good deal of hard service off the coast 
skirting the northern shore of the Medi- 
terranean, where she had received more 
than her share of the blows which, in 
those days, were bandied about pretty 
freely between the belligerent powers, 
was not considered by those nautical 
men who could form an opinion very 
seaworthy. 

While employed under the command of 
a most brilliant young oflScer, destroying 
the depots and semaphore stations along 
the southern shores of France, she had 
dozens of times been struck with round 
shot, and in fact had been so severely 
handled on such-like occasions, that she 
should by rights have been broken up, and 
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not ordered, as was now tlie case, to a 
distant station like Australia. 

The Admiralty knew that she would 
have to pass through some of the stormiest 
seas in the world before reaching her 
destination, but a consideration of that 
sort did not deter " My Lords." As Shy- 
lock says, " Ships are but boards, sailors 
but men; and then, there is the peril of 
waters, winds, and rocks." Sailors are 
not much given to womanish fears, but a 
leaky ship is what " Jack " has a whole- 
some dread of. 

The Mvrmow was patched up hastily, 
and the command of her given to a very 
old and distinguished oflScer, who only 
now received this tardy and dubious 
reward for his lengthened service in con- 
sequence of the outcry made by some of 
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tlie press, echoing the sentiments of in- 
dignation which the public generally en- 
tertained, at the neglect with which Com- 
mander Norris had been treated by the 
authorities. 

When Captain Norris hoisted his pen- 
nant, the best men flocked to his ship, and 
I, being lucky as I was told, was one of 
the first to be shipped as boy on board 
her. 

After bidding my friends good-bye, and 
shedding some tears at the parting with 
my kind parents, though I strove to hide 
my emotion — ^for I thought such a dis- 
play of weakness from a " Jack tar " was 
childish in the extreme — I made myself 
quite at home on board the little brig, 
and turned my attention to mastering 
my duties. 
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The captain was immensely popular 
among the crew, and he had been fortunate 
in having secured the appointment to his 
ship of a seamanlike set of officers, who 
were not more distinguished for smartness 
than for kind consideration. 

We scarcely ever had any misconduct 
among the men, and punishment of any 
kind was extremely rare. The "cat-o'- 
nine-tails " was never "let out" of the 
green-baize bag in which it was kept con- 
fined; and the captain took occasion to 
tell his men the first Sunday they all 
^nustered on the quarter-deck in their 
clean new uniform, consisting of blue 
jacket, straw hat, and white pants, with 
the great collar of the blue "jumper" 
thrown back, all in fact much the same as 
now-a-days — ^that he never flogged, and 
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hoped not to commence with the sailors 
of the Minnow. 

That Sunday muster " at divisions '' of 
all hands created a great impression on 
my mind ; for it was the first time I had 
ever seen a man-o'-war*s crew arrayed in 
the neat dress, which, being at the same 
time serviceable and characteristic, is 
surely one of the happiest ideas, in the 
shape of uniform, ever struck out of the 
inventive brain of master tailor. 

The "Articles of War" were read out 
to us by the captain, in a loud, clear voice, 
while the old man bared his white and 
venerable head as he enunciated the orders 
issued by his Majesty for the governance 
of the Navy. All hands, including the 
officers, followed motions, and dofied their 
hats, while complete silence prevailed, as 
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we listened respectfully to the terrible 
laws, which form that " draconic " code. 
Prayers were then read on the quarter- 
deck, which had been previously rigged 
with flags, and fitted with an extemporized 
pulpit, and then the hands were piped 
below. 

So passed the first day on board the 
Mirmow ; and fi:om that time until her 
destruction, I may say, the duties of the 
brig were carried on with strict disci- 
pline certainly, but with a thoughtfiil 
consideration also for the comfort of the 
men, which it would be better for the 
country's interest could it be found in 
more of Her Majesty's ships. 

I will not inflict on you the wearisome 
task of listening to an account of the 
gales we encountered during the passage. 
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and the ships we spoke ; for were I to do 
so, my tale would read much like a page 
from a passenger's diary. There is a 
great deal of sameness about long sea 
voyages, and it is well it should be so, 
rather than that the monotony should be 
broken by such perilous occurrences as 
carrying away masts or springiDg a leak. 

The old brig gave us a great deal of 
trouble, for she was anything but water- 
tight ; and during the bad weather, of 
which we had a fair share, her timbers 
used to strain and work in an alarming 
mauner, creaking the while as if in mortal 
agony. 

The captain spoke of putting into Cape 
Town, or Symons Bay, for the purpose 
of caulking the ship ; but fine weather 
setting in, he changed his mind, and he 
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set Btudding-sails on both sides, and left 
the African continent astern, with a spank- 
ing westerly wind driving the old tub 
along at the wonderful speed, for her, of 
eight knots an hour. 

Our destination was Sydney ; but the 
ship, just before she gained the longitude 
of the Straits of Sunda, for the second 
time encountered such bad weather that 
the captain determined to go through 
those straits, and steer for Singapore, 
where he intended to effect some necessary 
repairs. 

The little brig leaked so greatly that a 
party of hands were sent to the pumps, 
and night and day the clank of the 
"breaks" could be heard as the seamen 
relieved each other. After the gale had 
been blowing about ten days, it abated. 
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giving us some rest and quiet ; and a fair 
breeze which set in from the southward sent 
us " fluking " up until we sighted Java. 

We coasted for some distance along the 
shores of that beautiful island, and were 
delighted with the sight of land once more 
after four months of nothing but sea and 
sky; and such a coast, with surely the 
most glorious scenery on this earth. It 
was of that tropical character which 
positively seems to glow with beauty ; 
that luxurious, voluptuous beauty of 
Oriental climes, which one must go to 
the golden East itself to understand. 

No man can do justice to the rich 
foliage and varied tints, which at last 
almost weary the eye with their wealth 
of splendour, a perfect " embarras de 
richesse,^^ as it were. Is there so brilliant 

c 
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a green elsewhere, and in what country 
of our more frigid and less favoured con- 
tinent, can a traveller see the umbrageous 
forests and thick jungle of gorgeous 
flowers and creeping plants actually dip 
their arms into the crystal tide at high- 
water ? 

One day an event occurred which broke 
the hitherto pleasant character of our 
voyage, and brought to my mind, in a 
painful manner, the peculiar dangers of a 
sailor's life. The noontide heat had been 
very great, and as there was not a breath 
of air stirring, the captain allowed a few of 
the most expert swimmers on board to 
bathe alongside in a sail which was lowered 
into the water, so as to prevent all danger 
arising from sharks, with which these seas 
are teeming. 
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No sooner did some of the more hardy 
of the sailors find themselves in salt water, 
than they determined to swim round the 
ship ; it was such slow work, they thought, 
dipping in a sail like old bathing women 
— ^two of them, accordingly, contrary to 
strict orders, struck out and swam round 
the ship. 

On their return, a young fellow, an " or- 
dinary seaman '* as he was rated, left the 
protecting sail to perform the same feat, 
•and had got half-way round the ship, when 
some of his shipmates, who were standing 
on the forecastle, saw, only a short dis- 
tance astern, a sight which involuntarily 
brought a cold shudder even over the 
oldest seaman on board who witnessed it. 
About twenty yards from the rudder — 
round which the water was gurghng and 

2 
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sweeping in playfiil eddies, as the ship 
rose and fell on the gentle swell — could be 
distinctly seen a fin — ^nothing more than 
the triangular-shaped, brown tinted dor- 
sal-fin of some fish, which, indeed, looked 
innocent and harmless enough, as the sun 
for a second glanced on it. 

It only appeared for a moment, and 
then was gone. But, oh, horror! that 
object betrayed the presence of one of 
those dreaded monsters, which are as piti- 
less and voracious in the deep, as on land 
is the most savage specimen of the Ben- 
gal tiger of the Sunderbunds. Well did 
each man in the group of sailors standing 
on that forecastle — as he caught sight, for 
one fleeting instant, of the glistening fish's 
fin — ^know that the most fearful of deaths 
menaced their unfortunate messmate, who. 
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all unconsciously, was swimming into the 
very jaws of the shark. 

For an instant there was a pause, then 
a general exclamation of terror broke from 
the lips of the spectators. What had to be 
done to save the swimmer must be done 
quickly ; but the agonizing question was, 
what could be done? It would only frighten 
the wretched youth were they to apprise 
him of the imminent danger menacing his 
life, and perhaps cause him to lose his pre- 
sence of mind at the critical moment when 
all his energies were most required. It is 
well know that sudden fear has been the 
cause, under similar circumstances, of quite 
paralyzing a man. On the other hand, every 
moment he was nearing the monster, and 
action must be taken immediately. 

The whole of the party jumped off the 
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forecastle, and ran aft to the waist of the 
ship, opposite which the young sailor was 
quietly swimming. One of his messmates, 
an experienced old salt, motioned with his 
head to his comrades to keep quiet and 
say nothing, while he — jumping up on 
some spare top-masts, and other spars 
temporarily stowed in the "water- ways" 
— called out to young Masters : — 

" I say, my lad, look alive ; here's the 
captain coming this way, and if he sees 
you larking about there, contrary to orders, 
he'll stop your grog. Come, here's a rope's- 
end ; swarm it, if you are man enough." 
At the same time he desired his comrades 
to run aft and lower the first cutter, which 
was always kept ready for use on any 
emergency. 

The unconscious youth laughed, but did 
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not offer to avail himself of the rope's-end 
which he could have easily seized. He 
moved about in the water for a minute, as 
if undecided whether he would do what 
his companions had done before him, 
which was to swim round the ship's stem, 
and come on board from the port- side, or 
climb up the rope " hand over fist." 

" Look alive, man," said the old fore- 
castleman in a louder tone, and with an 
expression and look of anxiety that he 
could not hide. 

"What's up?" said young Masters, 
seeing something had gone wrong; and 
just at that moment the heavy cutter's 
blocks began to creak as the " falls " ran 
through them. It was no use now 
attempting to conceal the danger that 
menaced the unhappy sailor, for the gUs- 
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tening fin of the huge fish was again visi- 
ble above the surface, not more than ten 
yards from the spot where he was calmly 
" treading water" quite at a loss to under- 
stand what all the Aiss was about. 

The alarm had quickly spread all over 
the ship. The captain, officers, and all 
hands came flocking to the side, where 
could be seen now plainly enough the back 
of the shark, and the disturbed water 
whirling round in dimpled eddies as the 
creature sank again beneath the surface. 

There was one general shout of, " Catch 
hold of the rope, there's a shark close to 
you;" and half-a-dozen lines were thrown 
almost over the young man. All were 
within easy reach ; but the fearful words, 
which had awaked him hke a night-mare 
from the enjoyment of his innocent pas- 
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time, seemed just at the critical moment 
to paralyze his every energy. Had he re- 
tained his presence of mind all might yet 
have been well; but for two or three 
seconds he remained irresolute. His face 
was blanched to a deadly pallor, and he 
turned his head round to catch sight of his 

terrible enemy, instead of seeking to take 

» 

advantage of the precious moments still 
left him. He was like a bird, when, fas- 
cinated by the eye of a serpent, it feebly 
flutters its wings, and, with a stony gaze, 
awaits the approach of its destroyer. 

The next minute the cutter touched the 
water, and the few men who had jumped 
into her shoved off from the ship's side 
with a vigorous push of their hands, which 
carried enough way on the boat to bring 
her on to the scene of action, while a stout 
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topman armed himself with a boat-hook to 
drive off, if possible, the voracious fish. 
But, alas ! all was too late. 

As young Masters, at length recovered 
from his fatal apathy, seized hold of a rope 
with convulsive tenacity, and while his 
shipmates on board were in the very act 
of dragging him through the water close 
up to the ship's side, the shark made one 
fell rush from where he had been last seen, 
some ten yards distant, and with unerring 
accuracy and marvellous swiftness was, in 
the twinkling of an eye, close up to his 
victim. They had raised Masters partially 
out of the water, when the blood-thirsty 
monster, determined not to be so easily 
robbed of his prey, turned over on his side, 
and, with a sudden snap hke a dog at a 
bone, caught his wretched victim by the 



Joshua Eawsepipe. 27 

right leg a little above the knee ; one agon- 
izing sliriek rang out loud and clear in 
the still air, thrilling through the brain of 
the eye-witnesses, and curdling the very- 
blood in the heart of the boldest man 
there. 

This terrible scene was enacted before 
the eyes of every man on board the brig. 
Some few ran about in a purposeless sort 
of manner, and one or two actually 
jumped up on the rail with the intention 
of diving down after their messmate, but 
were prevented from carrying out so 
foolish a resolve. All were horror- 
stricken; but all were powerless to act. 
Those in the boat tried to strike the 
monster; but the unhappy youth, who 
was forced to let go the rope, covered the 
fish with his body as he fell back into the 
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water. The sea round the spot was stained 
deep with the warm blood of the sailor, 
and we could see that his leg had been 
frightfully torn by the shark's teeth, as for 
one brief moment he clung with despera- 
tion to the Kne. The two disappeared 
beneath the water, and only a few bubbles 
rose to the surface, marking the spot be- 
neath which the poor youth was doubtless 
struggling in the pitiless grasp of the 
great fish. 

We all waited with unspeakable anxiety 
for the re-appearance of Masters; soon, 
within a few feet of the cutter, there was 
an agitation of the water, and then the 
mangled body of the " ordinary seaman " 
floated to the surface. 

His shipmates instantly drew him into 
the boat; but the wretched young sailor 
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merely gave one gasp and expired. His 
right leg tad been torn off in the most 
shocking manner; all the arteries and 
muscles of the limb were exposed, and the 
flesh itself hung about in shreds. The 
clothes of the oarsmen who lifted him on 
board were literally saturated with blood, 
as the gore drained out of his body in a 
thick scarlet flood. The shark had bitten 
the leg off a little above the knee, and 
then sailed away with his ghastly meal, so 
that we saw no more of him. 

It is probable that the poor fellow who 
fell a victim to disobedience of orders, 
died as much from drowning as from the 
effect of the shock to his system, although 
he would speedily have bled to death had 
such not been the case. His body was 
brought on board, and the same evening 
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was consigned to the deep, amid the 
sincere regrets of his shipmates. 

So the Minnow skirted the northern 
coast of Java, and passed through the 
Straits. Soon after we pointed the ship's 
head towards Singapore, the whistling of 
the wind through the cordage betokened a 
change, while in an incredibly short time 
the sea began to tumble about, and the 
skies overhead looked as if we were going 
to have " dirty weather " again. The 
" glass " fell rapidly, and the ever careful 
captain quickly ** shortened sail," and 
made all snug aloft for the impending 
tempest. 

That night the indications of something 
more than an ordinary gale of wind be- 
came so unmistakeable, that the captain 
issued orders that the top gallant masts 
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should be sent down on deck. When this 
manoeuvre was carried out the top sails 
were close-reefed, the giins secured with 
extra breechings and lashings, while the 
boats and spars were all made safe, and 
every precaution taken to guard against 
accident below and aloft. None too soon 
was the cjiptain*s foresight and judgment 
thus properly exercised, for hardly were 
the men down from aloft, where they were 
taking the second reef in the foresail, than 
the storm burst upon us in all its fury. 

In the first shock the ship was thrown 
almost upon her beam-ends; but she 
• quickly righted herself and flew along 
before the wind. Subsequently the 
Minnow was "laid to," for the tem- 
pest had increased so rapidly that the 
commander had fears she might be 
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"pooped" by the heavy sea which 
roared after the vessel, and chased her 
as she flew before the gale like a thousand 
furies bent upon our destruction. The 
pumps had to be kept constantly going, 
and still the water gained upon us. Slowly 
but steadily, inch by inch, and foot by 
foot, we were beaten back by the unstable 
element. The sailors, " all good men and 
true," worked with a pluck and energy 
admirable to behold. It was sad that it 
was to be all to no purpose I 

About two in the morning the ship 
began to roll very heavily — ^it seemed as 
if she would never recover in some of her 
lee-lurches; at length a mountainous sea 
gathered ahead, and came bearing down 
upon the devoted craft like a charge of 
cavalry on a battle-field ; the white crests 
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of the horses were flung high into the air 
as the fierce storm swept over them with 
resistless fury. The little brig, burdened 
with four feet of water in her hold, could 
not rise quickly enough to meet the 
powerful enemy which was menacing her 
destruction. 

There was a cry fi:om the first lieu- 
tenant and commander, who were both on 
deck at the time, to "hold on," when the 
black surging mass, with a roar, like an 
avalanche when overwhelming an Alpine 
village, burst upon our decks. The fore- 
mast snapped close to the deck like a 
carrot, and, tearing away the " channels," 
the whole mingled debris of spars, sails, 
with " standing " and " running " gear, 
were carried in a confused mass over the 
side. 



I 
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The sea made a clean sweep over the 
decks also, and some tliirty men were 
hurried into eternity in almost a shorter 
time than I have taken to narrate it. 
Those seamen who had saved themselves 
by clinging to the main rigging, or spring- 
ing up above the reach of the wave, now 
inspired by the example of aU the officers, 
seized hatchets, capstan-bars, or anything 
they could lay their hands on, and with 
vigorous blows, smashed open the ports 
and bulwarks, so as to release the floods of 
water which here nearly knee-deep were 
rushing down below in torrents, filling the 
lower decks and holds. 

All the officers and sailors of the watch 
below came crowding up to see what was 
the matter, for we thought the ship was 
about to go down bodily. Every man 
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there strove to render assistance at this 
critical moment. There were no faint 
hearts or craven spirits on board H.M.S. 
Minnow. 

All worked with a will, and the decks, 
which presented a complete scene ot 
devastation, were soon cleared of the 
superincumbent mass of water. 

The binnacle, skylights, everything 
movable, in fa^ct, had been carried oflF in 
the greedy maw of the ocean, and the brig 
presented the appearance of a wreck. To 
relieve her in her heavy roUs, the gun- 
lashings were cut away, and the bright 
row of frowning cannon, the pride of the 
respective gun's crews, "the old girl's 
teeth," as they affectionately called them, 
were all consigned to ** Davy Jones's 
locker." 

D 2 
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When we had pitched them overboard, 
the ship seemed to be sensibly relieved; 
but it was only for a time. The heavy 
straining which the timbers, and, in fact, 
the whole frame of the ship had under- 
gone, seemed to have shaken her con- 
siderably ; she leaked all over like a 
sieve, and the old and honourable wounds 
she had gained in conflicts with more 
material but less formidable enemies — 
the shot-holes to wit — ^which had been 
" plugged " and caulked, whereas they 
should have unfitted the ship altogether 
for further service, now began to work 
open. 

The water ran into the hold faster than 
ever, and our chance of weathering this 
typhoon — for it was nothing less — became 
small indeed. My thoughts recurred with 
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bitter regret to my happy home, which 
I should see no more, and when too 
late, I cursed my folly for not listening 
to the advice of my parents and kind 
friends. 

How it all ended my readers shall learu 
in the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER II. 

rilHE whole sky was shrouded in obscu- 
-^ rity, and the driving rain and thick 
mist prevented our seeing fiirther than the 
end of the ship's bowsprit. 

The Minnow pitched and rolled in the 
most alarming manner, and all hands knew 
that she could not weather it out much 
longer. 

Like a good man in the hour of adver- 
sity, our gallant commander stood on the 
poop, a noble representative of that indo- 
mitable courage and calm presence of mind 
which distinguish the Anglo-Saxon race. 
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The veteran sailor, with his equally brave 
oflBcers grouped round him, held on to 
the main shrouds, and, well knowing that 
nothing more could be done to save the 
lives and the once stately vessel-of-war 
intrusted to his care by his sovereign, 
awaited with firmness the dread cata- 
strophe which could not now be far dis- 
tant. 

It was a solemn and impressive scene, 
and reminded me, boy as I was, of an 
event which had happened a short time 
before I sailed in the Mimiow, when all 
our family, to the third generation, stood 
round the death-bed of an aged grand- 
father, and watched him gasp out his last 
breath. 

In like manner we, his children, the 
rough sailors "before the mast," as well 
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as the polished gentlemen holding his Ma- 
jesty's commission, every one, indeed, who 
had served under him, when all around 
was smiling sunshine, and the brig was 
wafted along by fair breezes and beneath 
halcyon skies, — equally now, I say, in that 
hour of supreme peril, we rallied round our 
beloved chief. But yet how different were 
the accessories which formed the setting, 
as it were, of the respective scenes, and 
with what far greater sublimity and 
grandeur was not this last hour sur- 
rounded ! 

Then we were gathered in the still quiet 
of a chamber, and listened, amid intense 
silence only broken by a few sobs, to the 
farewell accents of a feeble old man, whom 
we all respected and loved, but who went 
to his grave full of years and honours ; to 
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have wished him to live longer would have 
been at best but selfish kindness, for he 
had long passed the threescore years and 
ten set down by the Psalmist as the ordi- 
nary limit of human life, and at the most 
he could only have dragged on a few more 
years in pain and infirmity. 

On board the man-o'-war, on the other 
hand, every man — and we numbered a 
hundred and twenty souls — was in the 
prime of life, or in the hey-day of youth, 
and each one had anxious and loving 
fidends and relations waiting for news of 
our safe arriyal in port, and longing for 
our return. To all of us life was fiill of 
hope and high expectations, and to be thus 
overwhelmed, 'midst the roar of contend- 
ing elements, and in a tempest furious 
enough to be the forerunner of the disso- 
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lution of the " great globe " itself, was 
indeed terrible. 

The men still manned the pumps and 
the oflBcers encouraged, and by their ex- 
ample stimulated, the brave fellows to 
exertion ; but all hands knew their efforts 
were vain, and that the ship was even now 
foundering beneath their very feet. Now, 
at the last, when all hope had fled, the 
captain stood on the " break " of the poop, 
and with his oflBcers round him, awaited 
the breaking up of the ship, and the ad- 
vent of the " King of Terrors," who was 
in one fell swoop to carry off so much of 
manhood, and of all that makes England 
great. 

The brig was wallowing in the trough of 
the sea, for the water had now reached the 
lower deck beams, when a cry arose of 
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" Land ! " But too true was the annouce- 
ment, for there on the lee beam, in which 
direction the ship was helplessly drifting, 
" broadside on," could be seen a long line 
of white foam, and what looked like cas- 
cades of water, as the sea — ^beating against 
the iron-bound coast with a mighty roar, 
clearly distinguishable even in the tumult 
of the storm — flimg its crest high in the 
air, and then fell back into the tempest- 
lashed ocean. Now a few moments would 
see the last of the brig and her hapless crew. 

Then rose ^m sea to sky the wild farewell, 
Then shrielsed the timid and stood still the brave. 
Then some leaped overboard with dreadful yell, 
As eager to anticipate their grave ; 
And the sea yawn'd around like a hell, 
And down she suck'd with her the whirling wave, 
Like one who grapples with his enemy, and strives to 
strangle him before he dies. 
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I will pass over the awfiil and never-to- 
be-forgotten scene which took place as the 
doomed vessel, drawn as if by a magnet, 
quickly neared the rocks, which, frowning 
above and around us, seemed like a demon 
thirsting for our blood. 

For one moment we rocked fearfully 
from side to side, as the Minnow felt the 
influence of the whirlpool formed by the 
seething waters washing the foot of the 
cliffs, and then as the remaining mast 
went overboard, there was one terrific 
crash t the devoted vessel lifted by a 
gigantic sea, as though she had been only 
a bandbox, was dashed bodily on to the 
black and jagged crags lining the littoral. 

There was a hurrying to and fro of the 
seamen, rendered frantic by the very pre- 
sence of Death itself — Death in the most 
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horrible forin. There was a wild chorus 
of screams and ejaculations, and prayers 
to the God who seemed to have deserted 
us all in our extremity, and then was 
hushed for ever all that bore the sound of 
the human voice, whether in anguish or 
prayer, and the majestic accents of the 
Unseen Being who rides on the wings of 
the storm, and whose foot is on the sea 
reasserted their undivided sway. 

The mighty dirge, which the tempest 
pealed forth over the dead, swallowed up 
every other tone, save and except when 
occasionally could be heard the waiKng 
note of the wild seabirds, as they circled 
screaming over the miserable wreck far 
below, and watched with greedy eyes the 
inanimate forms of what were once brave 
men, as they washed hither and thither, 
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now oast upon the rocks until mangled out 
of all human shape, and then carried off 
again into the abyss which lashed the de- 
solate coast. "And you?" my readers, 
who, perhaps, have taken some interest 
in my fate, will ask, "What became of 
you ? '* I will hasten to satisfy the anxious 
inquiry of my kind friends. 

My escape from the wreck of the 
Minnow was little short of miraculcFus. 
At that dreadful moment, when the brig 
went to pieces on the rocks, and when the 
crew of 120 brave and true men were pre- 
cipitated into the boiling deep or mangled 
by the falling spars and gaping deck, 
which opened under their feet "like a 
hell," and swallowed them up in its 
cavernous jaws as might some Behemoth, 
— at that moment I was paralysed witl: 
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fear, and while waiting for my death, 
stood as if rooted to the deck. 

It was a fearful time for a child of 
twelve years. I saw strong men running 
about the confined space, now cumbered 
up with debris, in frantic haste, as if there 
was some mode — could they but find it — 
of escaping from the imminent death 
threatening them. Others stood still and, 
like those hapless mortals of the ancient 
Greek fable who had once seen the face of 
the " Gordon Medusa," surveyed the scene 
as though petrified with horror. 

Vain was all seamanship now, and vain 
were all the great quahties of energy and 
perseverance which' have often stood 
British seamen in good stead in the 
dark hour of their utmost need ; nothing 
remained now but to exercise the last 
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and most heroic of all virtues — forti- 
tude. 

Could discipline and superhuman exer- 
tions have done aught, the crew and the 
devoted ship would yet have been saved ; 
but inexorable as fate, and with gradually 
increasing haste, the brig neared the ter- 
rible rocks which fringed the coast, and 
when — sucked under the beetling cliffs, 
whose horrid shadow was spread above 
and around us, like the sable pinions of 
death — ^the man-of-war struck the reef, 
she went instantly to a thousand pieces. 

The touch of Miranda's fairy wand 
could not more speedily have dissolved 
into thin air anything over which its 
potent spell was exerted than did the 
pointed reefs the instant they came into 
contact with the Minnow. **Like the 
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baseless fabric of a vision/* she faded 
away from beneath my feet, and " left not 
a wrack behind." 

I just remember the loud crashing 
sound of the timbers and beams of the 
ill-fated vessel ; then I can recall to mind 
how for one instant I was mounted on the 
crest of a vast broken mass of water; 
how the next moment I found myself still 
borne aloft, riding with my body across a 
large spar amid the terrific din of the 
tempest, and the screams of drowning 
men which filled my ears ; and how then 
something seemed to strike me a stunning 
blow — all my senses reeled, there was a 
confiised ringing sound in my head, and 
then — all was blank, and insensibility 
wrapped me in its merciful folds. 

How long I thus lay I know not, but on 

E 
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awaking I found myself lying across a 
spare topgallant-mast, wliicli had been 
kept stowed on the deck of the Minnow. 
I raised my head, and discovered that the 
sea had cast me upon a ledge of rocks. 
Had it not been for the spar, I must have 
been dashed to pieces on the pointed crags, 
but providentially the topgallant-mast 
being under me, I received no serious in- 
jury beyond a rather severe contusion on 
the forehead, which had deprived me for 
the time of my senses. 

The storm had considerably abated, and 
it was now blowing only a moderate gale 
of wind ; the tide had ebbed, so that the 
heavy sea which was still running was far 
distant. I could hear the loud booming, 
as it feU with a dull roar on the pebbly 
beach, but it was powerless to injure me 
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now. I raised myself up, and though stiff 
and very sore with bruises, prepared to 
descend the rocks and retire inland out of 
the sight and sound of the sea ; but the 
question was, how was I to manage my 
escape from my elevated post ? 

The ledge was not broad, and but that 
the " heel " of the topgallant-mast had 
been forced into a cleft of the rock by the 
force of the wave, it must have rolled back 
into the angry sea with me chnging to it. 
On further examination, I found a mode 
of extricating myself from my dangerous 
position. The descent down the face of 
the cliff was extremely insecure and nar- 
row, but by dint of careful climbing, in 
which my nautical training in " laying up 
aloft," and my natural surefootedness stood 
me well, I succeeded in reaching the beach. 

E 2 
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I then at my leisure surveyed the scene, 
and looked about for my shipmates ; but 
there was no sign of any human being, and 
indeed very little indication of a ship hav- 
ing been wrecked only a few hours pre- 
viously. Some small pieces of plank were 
washed up high on the rocks which com- 
pletely girdled the coast here, but these 
might have been to all appearance the 
remains of a ship's boat, and not the wreck 
of a brig-of-war. 

I was getting very hungry, and what 
was harder to bear, felt a gnawing desire 
for a draught of water, so I turned round 
to make my way inland, and see what kind 
of a country was this terra incognita on 
which I had been cast. On doing so, I 
was astonished to find myself face to face 
with a number of nearly nude savages. 
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who had crept noiselessly towards me as I 
was intently surveying the desolate scene, 
and thinking of my lost comrades. All 
my fears were immediately revived, and I 
expected nothing less than instant death 
at their hands. 

I fell on my knees and implored them in 
English to spare my life. They received 
my entreatied with shouts of laughter, and 
on observing that I was more alarmed at 
their appearance than they were at my 
strange white face and peculiar garments, 
they motioned me to rise, while one of 
them, bolder than the rest, came forward 
and touched me — I suppose to ascertain 
whether I was really flesh and blood, or 
some strange sea-creature cast tip by the 
storm. 

On satisfying himself on this head, and 
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removing all doubts from the minds of his 
countrymen, they gathered round me and 
began pinching and pulling me about. As 
they did not offer to do me any injury, I 
plucked heart of grace, and begged for 
some food, expressing with my hand that 
I felt hungry and thirsty. They at once 
understood my signs, and one of their 
number brought me some yams and fish, 
and also an earthen vessel containing 
water. 

The natives watched me with great curi- 
osity, as I devoured the food with avidity, 
and an old man, improving the occasion, 
placed his hand on my shoulder, and com- 
menced discoursing rapidly, in gutteral 
accents, concerning my characterisfics, 
much as a savant would at the Zoological 
Gardens, when explaining to an admiring 
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audience the habits and peculiarities of 
some newly-imported animal. The others 
listened attentively, and at the conclusion 
of his address seemingly assented to the 
sage's opinions with many grunts and 
"bobs'* of the head, as expressive of 
profound sagacity as the historic nod of 
Elizabeth's Lord Keeper. 

When I had satisfied my hunger, and 
also re-assured my newly-found friends as 
to my really being a mortal like themselves, 
I was ordered to follow them. 

I submissively did as directed; but 
scarcely had we got a couple of hundred 
yards from the beach ere we were recalled 
by a shout from a party of men belonging 
to the same tribe, who were walking along 
the. margin of the sea a litttle to the left 
of the cove where I was discovered, and 
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seeking for anything of value that might 
be thrown up from the wreck. 

We all stopped, and on looking round 
to discover the cause of the excitement, 
I saw three men staggering under a bur- 
den, which turned out to be one of the 
crew of the brig. It was Jameson, the 
second captain of the foretop, but the 
poor fellow seemed to all appearance dead. 
He was a fine athletic fellow, fiill of good 
humour, and a first-rate hand at the single- 
stick or the gloves, and, like poor Tom 
Bowling in the old song, " the darling of 
the crew." 

It was evident that he had been severely 
knocked about, and one of his legs was 
fractured ; his face and head were also 
very much cut, and I had great difficulty 
in recognizing him. They applied the res- 
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toratives in the shape of a good dose of 
toddy, just the thing above all others that 
the soul of the petty oflBcer would rejoice 
in, and chafed his body to restore the cir- 
culation. As the savages wished to leave 
the coast, my poor shipmate was placed on 
a rude stretcher, which was slung on poles 
and carried by four natives, who were 
constantly reheved by relays of fresh 
men. 

Let me say a few words as to the 
appearance and condition of my captors. 
The people of Borneo are generally called 
Dyaks by Europeans, but in reality the 
tribes of that name, properly so called, are 
confined to the north-west coast and parts 
of the interior. They are divided into 
"Sea" and "Land" Dyaks; the former 
are notorious all over the archipelago in 
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which Borneo is situated for their piratical 
habits. 

Their proas, or rather prahus, are about 
fifty feet long, and generally ornamented 
with tall carved prows, somewhat like 
those one has always associated with New 
Zealand war-canoes. They pull double- 
banked, and are filled with men when going 
upon a predatory excursion. They spare 
no one, and prey indiscriminately on the 
commerce of aU the neighbouring isles, as 
well as on that of the other tribes who in- 
habit the east and north coasts. 

This piracy at one time quite paralyzed 
the trade of Singapore; but, thanks to 
the exertions of the gallant Keppel in 
the Dido many years ago, and also to the 
bombardment and destruction of most of 
their haunts by other naval officers more 
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recently, they no longer possess the same 
power to injure the carrying trade of the 
Eastern seas. The neighbouring island of 
Celebes is, or was, just as bad ; but the 
snake of piracy has been " scotched " here 
also by the adoption, on the part of the 
British navy, of similar high-handed mea- 
sures. 

The people into whose hands I had 
fallen were a small but by no means bad- 
featured tribe of Bomeans ; some of the 
younger women were indeed pretty, but, 
like most Oriental females, these latter 
lose their good looks soon after marriage. 
The men are little and active, and some of 
the tribes (amoiig them the Kayans, into 
whose hands I had fallen) tattoo very 
much, which barbarous practice gives them 
a fierce appearance. The dress of the 
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male portion of the community is scanty 
in the extreme, and the women go about 
in petticoats extending from the waist to a 
little above the knee. 

Away we started for the interior at a 
quick pace, which soon began to tell upon 
me. Wearied and stiff with the exposure 
and suffering I had gone through, it was 
with difficulty I could keep up with my 
captors ; the men placed in charge of me 
would not listen to my entreaties for rest, 
but forced me to proceed. They thought 
I was lazy, and half good-humouredly half 
in earnest, pushed me on when I lagged 
behind. 

The sun soon rose high in the heavens, 
dispelling the mist which had hung over 
the country during the earlier part of 
the day, and also driving away the cool 
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and refreshing breeze. Soon the solar 
rays parched up the moisture in the sand, 
which now became so hot that it caused 
me great agony even to put my foot to the 
ground. I had lost my shoes, and the 
only dress I had remaining consisted of a 
pair of trousers and a shirt, both ragged 
and torn by the rocks, so that I suffered 
intensely from the heat. At last, faint and 
exhausted, I fell down on the burning 
sand, and bursting into tears prayed my 
cruel captors to do their worst — ^kill me if 
they chose — ^but that I could not walk 
another step. 

At that moment a woman came up, the 
wife of one of the chiefs, and asked what 
was the matter with me.* This kind crea- 

* Among the inhabitants of Borneo polygamy is 
not allowed, and although the people cannot be held 
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ture acted the part of the good Samaritan. 
Pitying me on account of my youth and 
evident sufferings, she took me under her 
protection. She bound up my swelled and 
blistered feet, applied a sweet ointment 
with strips of a rude sort of liniment made 
from the lining of the pod of an herb much 
resembling the cotton plant, and by her 
influence succeeded in securing me the 
luxury of a stretcher, while she made one 
of her slaves walk beside my Htter and 
hold over my head a primitive kind of 
umbrella, which effectually shaded me from 
the sun. I thanked her fervently, and, 
quite overcome with fatigue, fell into a 
deep and dreamless slumber. 

up as patterns of morality, still, after marriage they 
may be considered as generally faithful to the con- 
nubial tie. 
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How long this continued I know not, 
but on awaking I found it was night. I 
looked round and saw two natives standing 
near me, keeping watch and ward over my 
shipmate Jameson and myself; fires were 
lighted round the encampment, and there 
were a few guards posted on the outskirts 
of the camp to give the alarm should any 
hostile tribe " heave in sight. '* 

It was a calm, beautiful night, and the 
gale which had been blowing so furiously 
had now quite abated. There was no 
moon, but the stars shone brightly, and aU 
nature seemed to repose, as though ex- 
hausted by the late violence of the ele- 
ments. I did not dare to move, for I saw 
that my custodians were watching my 
every motion, so I lay still, and soon re- 
lapsed into a deep sleep. 
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When I awoke the second time, the sun 
was just gilding the horizon with his rays, 
and the whole camp was astir. My com- 
panion in my escape from a watery grave 
was in a reclining posture close to me, and 
I addressed a few words to him, to which 
the Dyaks raised no objection. Poor fel- 
low, he was dreadfully cut about his person 
and head, and told me he could not live, as 
he was sure he had received some internal 
injury. His leg had not been properly set, 
and caused him great pain. I tried to 
cheer him up ; he seemed too ill almost to 
move, and refused food when brought to 
him. 

I felt quite recovered in health now, and 
when some rice and a kind of " chupatty " 
or flour cake was set before me, I " asto- 
nished the natives " by my voracity. My 
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feet and back were, of course, still yery 
painful with the raw blisters, but otherwise 
I was none the worse for the hardships I 
had gone through. We soon recommenced 
our march, and on the third day arrived 
at the head-quarters of the tribe into whose 
hands we had fallen. 

The country round the village was very 
fine agricultural land; the soil was pro- 
ductive, and the scenery picturesque, if 
not striking ; there were high rolling up- 
lands, covered with forests of trees, sur- 
rounding the town, and with a range of 
lofty, craggy hills on one side, while a 
pleasant stream flowed close at hand ; 
altogether it was a very desirable locaKty in 
which to settle, had one been a fi*ee agent. 

The brilliant green of the verdant moors 
and small patches of cultivated land were 
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delightftil to look on ; but I was not 
allowed to move at large, and soon found 
that my position would be little better 
than that of the prisoners captured in war 
by my masters when they made a foray on 
neighbouring hostile tribes, and who were 
at once portioned out as slaves or put to 
death. 

These raids were firequent, though not 
very bloody in their results, for seldom did 
the loss of the returning warriors exceed 
two or three, with perhaps half a dozen 
wounded. There was much rejoicing when 
they were successful and brought back 
some of the heads of their defeated enemies, 
but there was a great deal of loud boasting 
(what the Yankees would call " tall talk") 
and dancing of war dances after every 
insignificant success. 
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Before I had been a week in the town, 
the proficients in the art of tattooing had 
tattooed me all over my face, as well as 
on my arms, back, and chest. It was a 
very painful operation ; but I knew enough 
of the high estimation which savages place 
in the exhibition of the virtue of fortitude 
to nerve me to endure the whole operation 
manfolly. 

This gained me great "kudos " among 
the Dyaks, and whenever afterwards they 
were about to tattoo any of their children, 
they used always to point to me as an 
example of unflinching endurance. 

The chief whose servant I was patted 
me on the back approvingly, and told me 
he would soon teach me how to fight, and 
then I should take part in the wars, and 
have all the privileges of a warrior. He 

p 2 
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was on the whole kind to me, but was 
capricious, and when in a bad temper, or 
after having indulged in excessive opium- 
smoking, did not scruple to flog me. His 
wife, to whom he paid great deference, 
always stood my good friend on such 
occasions. I was brought up to attend 
to, and play with their children, and was 
ordered to obey the young savages, and 
submit to their vagaries. 
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CHAPTER III. 

rilHERE was little change in the diet, 
"*- which consisted chiefly of rice and 
fowls or venison; those well off in a 
worldly point of view, like my master, 
indulged in cakes steeped in oil, which 
condiment was considered a great luxury. 
On gala days they would wind up their 
feast by smoking themselves stupid with 
opium, but this stimulant I scrupulously 
avoided. 

The houses in which the Dyaks slept, 
although almost entirely without furniture, 
were of considerable size; that of my 
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master was about two hundred feet in 
length, low, but well ventilated. We 
slept on mats, which are manufactured in 
large quantities by a tribe in the interior. 
These mats are made to suit all purses, 
and some of them are of very elaborate 
workmanship and of divers colours. 

My countryman Jameson, thanks to the 
strength of an iron constitution, com- 
pletely regained his health, and, as he told 
me, determined, sailor-like, to make " the 
best of a bad job." To this end he joined 
heart and soul with the natives in their 
wars, adopted their manners and customs, 
indeed their very sympathies and modes of 
thought; he also outwardly embraced 
their religion, although in his heart he 
despised and laughed at their superstitious 
observances and idolatrous worship, and 
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finally, to prove Hs attachment to tlie 
tribe, espoused a Kayan wife. 

Indeed, the late man-of-war's man had 
his pick of the ladies, who all admired his 
handsome English face and well-built 
stalwart person, for he was three inches 
taller than any man in tiie settlement. 
What gained him perhaps greater admira- 
tion even than his good looks, was the 
reckless gallantry which distinguished him 
in all encounters with hostile natives. He 
soon gained great proficiency in hurling 
the javelin, which is the weapon chiefly 
used in their wars; and the dexterity 
with which he handled the sword, thanks 
to " cutlass drill " on board the Minnow^ 
soon rendered him the most redoubtable 
warrior of the tribe. 

There is nothing more highly appre- 
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ciated among these Bomeans, both, men 
and women, than personal prowess, and 
the old chivalrous maxim of mediasval 
Europe holds good among them, — " None 
but the brave deserve the fair/* 

The " White Chief," as he was called, 
had, of course, many secret enemies, but 
none dared to attack him openly with 
their tongues in council, for questions in 
dispute were frequently decided by single 
combat, as the provisions of the law only 
extended to the punishment of heinous 
offences. 

So years passed by. I gradually got 
accustomed to the life, and was well 
treated, for I had a powerful friend in 
the " White Chief," whom every one tried 
to conciliate. Yet I was not reconciled to 
the idea of passing all my life among a 
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nation of savages, and I secretly deter- 
mined to make my escape at tlie first 
opportunity. 

The only time I could effect this was 
during our expeditions into the territories 
of a neighbouring tribe ; for since Jameson 
had by general acclamation been promoted 
to the chief command of our warriors, our 
policy had become much more aggressive. 
The whilom " captain of the foretop " 
boasted the possession of a greater 
number of skulls than any man in the 
encampment, and his wife used to exhibit 
these ghastly trophies with iU-concealed 
triumph to the envious partners of the 
less adventurous chiefs. 

Six years had now gone by since my 
capture, and I was informed that I was to 
be enrolled among the fighting men of the 
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tribe, and would be expected to join them 
in their forays. One day, unexpectedly, 
news arrived of an incursion of some 
hostile natives into an out-lying village 
belonging to us. The council was con- 
vened, and retaliatory measin^s decided 
upon. A hasty muster was made of the 
braves, and they lefb within an hour of the 
alarm, headed by Jameson. All were eager 
for the fight, and I was desirous of joining 
them. My request, was, however, refiised, 
and I was lefb behind with a few men to 
look after the safety of the old people and 
the women and children. 

Away marched the warriors foil of hope, 
and exultant at the prospect of the revenge 
they would take on the insolent foe who 
dared thus to invade their country and lay 
waste their villages. "They would be 
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back," some of them said, on taking leave 
of their wives and sweethearts, " in a fort* 
night at farthest, and the skulls they 
would range round their dweUings would 
show how deeply their spears had drunk 
the blood of their enemies." 

A week passed away uneventfully ; but 
on the night of the eighth day a terrible 
calamity fell on the town, so long exempt 
from invasion. The day had been wet 
and stormy, and, as darkness set in, the 
weather became even less promising. All 
retired into their houses, and even those 
whose duty it was to keep watch took 
shelter from the driving rain. 

Suddenly — ^in the very dead of night, at 
that hour when the chains of slumber 
wrap the mind and body in their deepest 
folds — suddenly I was awaked by hearing 
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the most frightful yells and whoops, as 
if all Pandemonium had been let lose. 
Mingled with these sounds of triumph, 
were clearly distinguishable the shrieks of 
women and the cries of children. 

I jumped off the mat where I slept 
wrapped up in blankets, and seizing my 
arms, which laid beside me, sallied out to 
take part in the fight ; for I knew the din 
could be caused by nothing less than an 
attack in force by hostile Borneans. 

As I was leaving the tent, armed with a 
long knife and a spear, the wife of my 
master — the same good creature who had 
befriended me when I first fell into the 
hands of the Dyaks — met me at the 
threshold, and with tears conjured me to 
defend her and her children from the 
savages, who would surely take their lives. 
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At the same time, her daughter, a fine girl 
of fifteen years of age, knelt down at my 
feet, and, in an agony of fright, prayed 
me to save them. 

I had formed quite a tender regard for 
this girl, for we had been brought up to- 
gether, and unlike the rest of her brothers 
and sisters, Satma, as she was named, had 
never taken advantage of her position to 
annoy me with petty persecutions. Her 
rather pretty and amiable face, now suf- 
fused with tears, determined me to do my 
best to protect her and her mother. 

Hearing a sound of coming footsteps, I 
gently pushed her on one side, and dis- 
engaging my hand, which she had clasped, 
made hastily for the entrance of the house. 
Here I was confronted face to face with 
two men. Fortunately, by the light of the 



78 The Adventures of 

wood fire, whicli fell full upon their bodies 
as they entered, I saw that they were 
not of our tribe, and concluded at once, by 
the arms they carried, that their mission 
was a hostile one. 

They did not observe me as I stood 
on one side, but catching sight of the 
fluttering garments of the two women, 
made a dash through the open doorway. 
As the foremost of them — ^a man of im- 
posing height for a Bomean — came oppo- 
site to where I stood concealed behind 
some matting, I raised a heavy club of 
lignum vitaB, which was attached to my 
wrist by a thong, aud, swinging it over 
my head, brought it down with main force 
on the head of the intruder. He feU prone 
like an ox, and his companion, who was 
dose at his heels, stumbled over his pros- 
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trate body, but recovered himself almost 
instantly, and, waving a " tulwar '* in his 
light hand, closed with me in a deadly 
encounter. A thrust which he aimed at 
my breast I parried, and then succeeding 
in infficting a wound on his wrist; my 
foot, however, slipped the next moment, 
and I fell on my knee. 

Before I could recover myself, the 
savage was upon me, and threw me hea- 
vily a " back fall." I clutched him by the 
throat, for my knife had been knocked out 
of my hand, and we stru^led for a 
minute, I to regain my legs, aud he 
to disengage his dagger and give me 
the cov/p de grdce. The fight was not an 
equal one ; I was a mere youth of eighteen, 
and my assailant a stalwart warrior of 
mature years. I knew no quarter would 
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be given where none was expected, and 
this knowledge nerved my arm. 

With a desperate eflTort, I was the first 
to gain, my legs but faint and exhausted 
with the great efforts I had put forth, 1 
was unable to improve my opportunity 
and inflict any injury on my formidable 
antagonist. I avoided a blow by ray ac- 
tivity, for which I was remarkable in the 
tribe, but the next moment my assailant 
caught me round the waist and flung me 
heavily a second time. I felt it was all 
over; the brawny savage seized my hair 
tightly with his left hand, while he knelt 
with both knees planted so heavily on my 
chest that I lost my breath, then drawing 
his knife, he raised it to bury the blade in 
my heart. I marked his eye how it gleam- 
ed with cruel triumph, and I marked the 
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quick momentary glisten of the bright 
blade as it escaped from the sheath ; there 
was no time even to breathe a prayer, but 
the awful thought that I should soon be 
gasping out my life in blood and anguish, 
flashed through my brain like an electric 
spark. A final but useless effort was made 
to escape the clutch of the revengeful 

savage, and then I was free ! 

Yes, as I closed my eyes in horror, the 
knife that had been raised suddenly fell 
with its flat cold side on my face, and the 
sinewy arm, that hung over me so remorse- 
lessly, as if gloating in the knowledge that 
one blow was sufficient to annihilate me, 

» 

was dropped powerless and nerveless, 
while, with a groan, the midnight mur- 
derer, first swinging from right to left, tum- 
bled headlong on to me, and then rolled over 

G 
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Dn the floor by my side a lifeless corpse. 
The deed had been done well, and not a 
moment too soon. 

I guessed at once who was my dehverer, 
,and my readers will doubtless anticipate 
my explanation. The young girl Satma, 
although frightened almost to death, for 
her mother had fainted at the sight of the 
Born cans in her chamber, retained suflB- 
cient presence of mind to watch her oppor- 
tunity of being of assistance to me in the 
dreadful struggle in which I was engaged. 

Seizing a javelin, she tried, when I was 
first thrown, to transfix my opponent, but 
being unskilled in the use of the weapon, 
was afi*aid of killing both friend and foe 
together. Just then she caught sight of 
the dagger of the Bomean whom I had 
first disabled ; quick as thought she drew 
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it out of his girdle, and coming behind my 
enemy, plimged it, with marvellous force 
for so young a girl, deep into his neck. 
She could not have selected a more vital 
part, for the knife divided the jugular 
vein, and descending deep into the cavity 
of the chest, drank the very heart's blood 
of my antagonist. The weapon, which 
was very handsome and thickly studded 
with jewels, was buried quite up to the 
hilt, and she had not sufficient strength to 
withdraw it. 

A reaction then set in, and, with a 
shudder, the brave girl fell to all appear- 
ance lifeless at my feet. There was other 
work to be done than attending to her ; 
for at any moment the first intruder might 
wake from his trance and turn the tables 
on us. I could distinguish the shouts of 
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his companions, as they revelled in mas- 
sacre and destruction ; and I could hear 
the screams of our women and children, 
and the hoarse shouts of the few fighting 
men left behind, as they strove to repel 
this sudden attack of immensely superior 
numbers. 

It was no time for consideration, no 
time for mercy or quarter to any of the 
unrelenting savages, so I wrenched the 
knife from its bloody sheath, and, all reek- 
ing as it was with gore, plunged it into 
the body of the prostrate chief, for I knew 
by his arms that he was a man of mark in 
his tribe. The wretch was just then re- 
covering his consciousness; on receiving 
the blow, he rolled over with a groan and 
expired. 

It must not be thought that I was of a 
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bloodthirsty disposition, but ha,d I allow- 
ed my feelings of compunction to influence 
me in my course, I must myself have died 
by the hand of my victim. "Self-pre- 
servation is the first law of nature," and 
numerous instances occurred in the Indian 
mutinies, in which our countrymen, when 
hard driven, were compelled to adopt the 
same alternative. 

He came to burn and destroy ; and as 
he lived and gained his bread by the sword, 
my act was only committed in self-defence, 
and could not be stigmatized as cruel or 
unnecessary. 

The shouts of the triumphant enemy 
drew nearer and nearer; I could distin- 
guish the pattering of feet and the gleam 
of torches as a large body of warriors, 
intoxicated with success and maddened 
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with, the feast of slaughter, made towards 
the bloodstained hut where I stood half- 
hesitating and alone araid the bodies of 
dead men and fainting women. 

It was a fearful position for a mere 
youth of eighteen to be placed in : on the 
one hand were the still warm palpitating 
bodies of our blood-thirsty enemies, and 
on the other lay the two women, whose 
senses, just at the moment when all the 
faculties of mind and body were most re- 
quired, were still wrapped in unconscious- 
ness. What had to be done must be done 
quickly ; I could not bear the thought of 
leaving two helpless creatures to perish, 
and turned round to rouse them up. 

The wife of my master fortunately at 
this critical time regained her senses, and 
with her quick perception at once divined 
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the imminence of the danger that threa- 
tened us; the shouts of the approaching 
natives could be heard as they quicMy 
neared the dwelling, and we had only time 
to raise the form of the fainting girl, when, 
through, the large open doorway, could, be 
discerned the shadows of the savages as 
their bodies darkened the aperture. 

The room was very large, as spacious, 
in fact, as a London warehouse, and at the 
other extremity there was an entrance 
constructed for the use of the slaves when 
busied in their domestic oflGices. Hither, 
silently and swiftly, we carried the still 
inanimate Satma, The first of the 
Bomeans who entered, waving a torch 
doubtless carried for the purpose of firing 
the building, stumbled over the corpses of 
his compatriots. 
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I just for a passing moment distin- 
guished the group by the glare of the 
torchlight, as they stopped to lift up the 
bodies for the purpose of identification. 
This delay enabled us noiselessly to dive 
under the matting which screened the 
doorway, and the next minute we found 
ourselves standing outside in the open air, 
which was lit up with the reflection of 
burning houses and resounded with the 
screams of the combatants. 

I knew a short and little-frequented 
way out of the camp, and with a few 
whispered words of encouragement and 
direction to my companions, prepared to 
set out. Throwing my young and helpless 
burden over my shoulder, and with my 
nerves braced up by all the excitement 
I had passed through, I led the way at 
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a rapid pace in the direction decided 
upon. 

As we left tlie precincts of our house, 
we heard in our rear exclamations of 
astonishment, mingled with a perfect 
storm of yells indicative of rage and 
horror; the sounds proceeded from the 
chamber just evacuated by us, and I con- 
cluded was created by the intruders 
having recognised the bodies of their 
comrades. This only served to quicken 
our steps, and aided by the darkness we 
hoped to effect our escape. 

We had occasion to pass a small out- 
house which lay in our route, and as all 
was dark and quiet in that direction I did 
not scruple to go within a few paces of it. 
On approaching the hut I distinguished a 
fisrure crouchinsc under the lee of the 
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building, watching, as it seemed, to sur- 
prise us. Could this be a friend or a &e ? 
It was too late for me to avoid him, as we 
had attracted his attention, but I could 
not fight with this buirden in my arms. 
Slipping the girl on the ground, I pre- 
pared to make the best defence possible, 
with my limited means, for I had only a 
long knife with me, when to my delight 
the native called my mistress by name,, 
and coming forward with a "salaam," 
proved himself to be one of her own 
servants, a craven-spirited fellow who had 
run away at the first alarm without fight- 
ing, and was escaping from the scene of 
disaster when he heard our footsteps, and, 
concluding we were pursuers, crouched 
down by the side of the hut to avoid 
observation. He was a great hulking 
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creature, so I conaigiied my iniieresting 
and yet insensible charge to bis care, and 
we set off at a quick pace. 

At first, when urged on by esxsitement 
and extreme danger,.! bad not felt fatigue, 
but now I became conscious of great pain 
in my left ankle. In tbe terrible struggle 
witb my antagonist I bad sprained it 
severely, and now I could bardly manage 
to bobble along at all.. Every step was 
agonisiag, and I bad to lean for support 
on my kind mistress, wbo now for tbe 
second time played tbe part of tbe good 
Samaritan. 

How providential it was tbat we bad 
fallen across my late feUow-servant, for I 
was rendered powerless to assist any one. 
We were soon out of tbe camp, and climb- 
ing up one of tbe neigbbouring bills, at tbe 



92 The Adventures of 

foot of which the town nestled, we made 
for a secret cave of which my mistress 
had heard from her husband. Before we 
had got half- way up the hill-side my pre- 
server, Satma, awoke from her swoon, and 
with her accustomed energy led the way 
to the hiding-place, which she knew 
well. 

My ankle had now swelled very much, 
and was so painful that I could scarcely 
put my foot to the ground. I implored 
my friends to leave me and make the best 
of their way to the place of refuge, but 
they one and all refused to do so, and 
between them managed to half carry and 
half help me up the acclivity. 

When we at length reached the small 
platform where the entrance to the cave 
lay, morning was just breaking, and we 
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all felt truly thankful that we had thus 
succeeded in escaping the massacre of the 
previous night. The mouth of the cavern 
was completely hidden by thick bushes, 
and it was only by accident that Satma 
had in the first instance discovered it. 

When a little child she had a favourite 
goat, and one day when playing with this 
animal it darted into the concealed mouth 
of the cave, and her father, who was with 
her at the time, attracted by the cries of 
the child at losing her favourite, disco- 
vered it safely ensconced in its hiding- 
place. The entrance was so small that we 
had to go in on our hands and knees, but 
on reaching tlie interior wo found that it 
was about twelve feet by ten, of irregular 
shape, and not more than five feet and a 
half high. 
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There could be no living in it mtli com- 
fort of course, but it afforded us a most 
welcome shelter from our blood-thirsty 
enemies, and a resting-place after our 
fatigue. 
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CHAPTEE lY. 

lyrOW that we were safe, the question 
-'- ^ occurred to us, how were we to sub- 
sist ? for in the hurry of our flight nothing 
in the shape of food or drink had been 
provided for our sustenance. 

I had remarked that my male companion 
remained very quiet, and did not seem in 
the least alarmed at the prospect of being 
starved into surrendering to theBorneans; 
so, knowing well his cowardly character, 
and suspecting that he had made provision 
for himself, I asked him whether he had 
any eatables about his person. He replied 
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in the negative ; but I determined never- 
theless to satisfy my mind by searching 
him. 

On doing so I found a quantity of dried 
rice rolled up in a long bag and fastened 
round his waist. He was made to disgorge 
his booty, for there was enough, with care, 
to last us for three or four days, and before 
that we fully expected the enemy would 
take their departure, as it was extremely 
unlikely they would wait for the return 
of our infuriated people. 

We ate some of the ground rice, but felt 
sadly the want of water. As it seldom 
rains in these latitudes, we had little hope 
of quenching our thirst, unless I undertook 
an expedition to a rivulet which flowed at 
the foot of the hill, and brought some up 
from thence to my companions. This 
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would be a most dangerous undertaking, 
but there was no other alternative. 

That day passed away and the night 
succeeded, and still no relief seemed near. 
We were all in a dreadful state for want of 
water ; but much as I suJBTered personally, 
it caused me infinitely greater pain to wit- 
ness the uncomplaining manner in which 
the young Satma bore the distressing pri- 
vation. 

She did not repine, but her large gazelle- 
hke eyes wore a restless and fevered look, 
and she sighed frequently, as if only able 
to restrain her tears by a great effort. All 
her gaiety fled, and she sat sUent, with her 
pretty head bent forward and resting on 
her hands, like a delicate flower when 
perishing for want of warmth and care. 
Both her mother, who bore up surprisingly 

H 
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well, and myself strove to comfort her by 
encouraging words, and she answered with 
a smilfi, but only to relapse again into 
silence and despondency. 

The poor child was young, and never 
had much constitutional strength, so lier 
physical powers could not bear up against 
the want of this great necessity of life. 

When I spoke of making an attempt to 
draw some water from the rivulet, she 
would not hear of it, and I gave up the 
idea, for from our hiding-place we could 
see that such an expedition would be 
almost certain to end in my capture, as 
there were guards stationed between the 
bottom of the hill and the much-desired 
brook. According to custom, moreover, 
the warriors kept huge fires blazing during 
the night, so that any one crossing the 
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intervening flat piece of ground could not 
do so without being descried by some of 
those on watch- That night I crept out 
and took a survey of the projected scene of 
operations. 

As the pleasant air fanned my face, I 
could see far below in the valley the watch- 
fires of the victorious foe, while the gigantic 
shadows of the revellers were thrown out 
on the moorland as they flitted to and fro ; 
from my vantage ground I could hear too 
the songs of triumph and the sound of 
their carousings as they revelled in a car- 
nival of feasting and idleness. 

While standing there, it occurred to me 
that one's thirst might be sit least par- 
tially stayed by sucking the dew, which 
fell in great profusion, off the grass and 
herbage. On communicating the idea to 

H 2 



lOO The Adventures of 

the inmates of tlie cavern, they came out, 
and we managed somewhat to assuage the 
pangs of thirst. There was no means, 
however, of gathering the dew for the 
morrow's use, and when daylight warned 
* us back to our dismal quarters, we still 
felt only partially satisfied. The next day 
the heat was intense, and we all suffered 
much. 

Towards the afternoon the patient en- 
durance of Satma broke down, and she 
wept and bewailed her fate in sorrowful 
terms. Her tongue became much swollen, 
and the flush on her cheeks told us that 
fever had set in. Her eyes were preter- 
naturally brilliant and restless, and she 
began to wander, laughing and crying 
hysterically at times. When she occa- 
sionally regained her consciousness she 
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moaned piteously, and turned her face 
towards me, as if seeking relief, in a dis- 
tressing manner. 

I determined to relieve her anguish at 
any cost, and resolved not to let another 
night pass without making a desperate 
effort to secure some of that priceless 
liquid which tormented us by its proximity, 
as it ran Uke a silver thread at the base of 
our prison, and the music of whose waters 
we could even hear in the silent midnight 
air as it gaUy danced along, and, with a 
coquettish toss, swept past the graceful 
boughs of the verdant foliage which amor- 
ously bent their heads to kiss the streamlet, 
making — 



The netted sunbeams dance 
Against the sandy shallovrs, 
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and then rippled aver the smooth stcmes 
and fretted along the green banks, "to 
join the flowing river " of which it was a 
tiny tributary. 

It WES a desperate ventare, but as I 
looked upon the dying girl I felt my heart 
bound with a wild delirium which stirred it 
to its hidden depths. I had never before 
experienced this intense emotion; but 
without analyzing the springs of feeling, 
I knew that it could only be the " master 
passion" which inspired me. No other 
motive power under the sun but }ave 
could have animated my whole being to 
undertake a task which a sad presenti- 
ment told me must end in failure and in 
my consignment to a terrible death. 

As the shades of night closed in around 
me and I stood by the side of the tender 
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girl and held her hand, while the blood 
coursed through the slender wrist and deli- 
cate veins with unequal but stormy beat, 
mj heart throbbed in response, and some- 
thing within me steeled my powers of 
mind and body to do all and dare all for 
that innocent, trusting maid. Such is 
love, and such the only passion, except, 
perhaps, religious enthusiasm or pat- 
riotism, that has moved, and will in all 
time to come move, poor, weak human 
nature to do deeds that make the world 
wonder. 

She fixed her eyes on me with a con- 
fiding expression, as if, poor child ! she 
believed I alone could rescue her from 
sufiering ; and her mother at last conjured 
me with tears to do something to save her 
daughter. Without a word I pressed her 
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hand, a»nd prepared to set out on my 
perilous mission. 

We had found in a comer of the cave 
an earthem pipkin, which would hold 
probably about three pints of water, and I 
proposed to sally out with this and fill it 
at all hazards. It held very little for so 
many mouths, but it was the only vessel 
in our possession, arid I mentally resolved 
to bring it back brimful or perish in the 
attempt, I would not return empty- 
handed, even if I ran the gauntlet past 
every camp-fire, and made myself the mark 
for the spear of every warrior of the tribe, 
for the cherished one of my heart was 
perishing before my eyes, and could not 
possibly live out the next day without 
wherewithal to quench her thirst. 

I unfolded my plan to . my mistress, 
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whose grief alone would have nerved mo 
to do much, and said, in conclusion, that 
if I did not return before daybreak she 
would know that I was either killed, or, 
what was worse, had fallen alive into the 
hands of the cruel enemy. She did not 
attempt to dissuade me — she could not, 
indeed, with sincerity, when her daughter 
was dying — so, with a blessing and with 
tears of gratitude, she led me to the mouth 
of the cave. 

As I was departing, she said in a whisper 
and with a smile of encouragement, that 
did all end well, and were we released 
from our critical position, there was nothing 
which I could ask from her or her husband 
which I should not have. I knew she 
referred to her daughter, for a woman's 
perception instinctively told her my solici- 
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tade for the girl could only be the fruit of 
love. 

My mind was too busy with the fearfiil 
task I had set before me to answer a word, 
but I expressed my gratitude by a look 
which on such occasions is oftentimes as 
eloquent as words. 

Clutching my dagger, the only weapon 
I cared to take with me, in one hand, and 
holding the earthen vBSsel in the other, I 
stepped out into the night air. Everything 
breathed peace and quiet around; too 
serene, indeed, both for my purpose and 
for the fiery resolve which inclined me to 
this enterprise. The night was far too 
clear to be auspicious. How sincerely had 
I prayed for darkness and storm; but 
regrets were vain now, for I had a duty 
to perform which brooked not delay. 
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With such thoughts I hastily descended 
the rocks, and, with a feehn^ of fierce 
longing to reach the scene of my daDgerons 
mission, scrambled over the loose stones 
which strewed the gromid. I was fearful 
that these might roll down the face of the 
bin and alarm the sentries, so I picked my 
steps with care and deliberation. In about 
half an hour I reached the foot of the 
acclivity, and there halted to recruit my- 
self and gather together my energies for 
the supreme eflfbrt. 

Between the rivulet and the porut where 
I was crouching down under the shelter of 
some bushes, lay a narrow strip of land 
which I had to traverse ; there were watch- 
fires lit over this space at intervals of about 
one hundred yards, and the natives were 
walking about incessantly to and fro be- 
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tween these fires ; so near were they, 
indeed, that some of the people shouted 
out to one another without exerting them- 
selves so far as to move. How then could 
I succeed in gaining the stream and filling 
the vessel I carried ? 

There was only one way, and that was 
by sheer audacity, I must quickly cross 
the foreground, and then saunter quietly 
to the river ; by this means I might suc- 
ceed in disarming suspicion. It would 
never do to run the gauntlet, in other 
words to "make a bolt of it" for the 
stream ; for in that case I should become 
the mark of a hundred spears and arrows, 
and I could not possibly manage to effect 
my return. This latter course, however, 
would do as a dernier ressort. 

No sooner had I formed my determina- 
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tion, than taking advantage of a few 
moments, when that section of the natives 
assembled round the fire more immediately 
in my front seemed to be engaged in 
listening attentively to some exciting tale 
that was being narrated by a professional 
story-teller, I prepared to start. 

When the climax of interest seemed to 
be gained, I made a quick rush over the 
comparatively dark space that intervened 
between myself and the immediate in- 
fluence of the firelight, and then, on pass- 
ing that limit, slackened my pace and 
sauntered with careless steps towards the 
goal of my greatest earthly desire — ^the 
brink of the river. 

Ah ! what unequal time my wildly-beat- 
ing heart kept to my slow, slouching gait, 
as with all the sang-froid at my command 
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I Kngered a moment on the outskirts of 
the crowd — with my head thrown into 
shadow behind a clamp of spears which 
were conYBniently piled near at hand — as 
if greatly interested in the sensation stdiy, 
of which, by the way, I heard sufficient to 
gather that it was a recital of the valiant 
deeds of some warrior of their tribe who 
had been taken some short time since 
from the scene of his earthly triumphs, 
and was confidently stated to be now an 
honourable inmate of their Yalhalla. 

The next minute I proceeded on my 
way, and, with a feeling of intense thank- 
fulness, bent my steps, still at the same 
measured pace, straight towards the bank 
of the neighbouring yiver. 

On reaching it without interruption^ I 
first fulfilled my sacred duty, that of filling 
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to the brim tke pipkm I had brought, and 
then I took a long, long drink of the pure 
and limpid beverage. Oh ! how enjoyable, 
how soul-refreshing was the draught I It 
infiised life into every limb, and greatly 
iuTigorated my energies, worn out with 
suffering and anxiety. 

Por a minute I sat down and rested 
myself, and then, after another long 
" pull " at the waters of the brook — ^which 
were flowing swiftly away, as though 
eager to mingle their imappreciated sweet- 
ness with the briny waves of the ocean, 
quite unheeding the helpless creatures 
who, though near at hand, were suffering 
dreadful tortures for want of only a little 
sip — ^I rose to depart. 

Yes, that " cup of cold water " of which 
the Scripture so beautifully speaks, it sounds 
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to us in England little enough to give 
away ; but to any one who has journeyed 
in Eastern cUmes with a caravan of devout 
pilgrims across arid deserts, and who has, 
mayhap, from the back of a camel, vainly 
essayed to descry through the blaze of a 
hot noon-day sun some oasis or halting- 
place where he could rest and refresh the 
fainting frames of himself and of his faithful 
though dumb companion, the " ship of the 
desert," — to such an one, the remem- 
brance of that "cup of cold water," which 
moistened his parched and fevered lips, 
will recall the gratification of one of the 
most ardent and constantly recurring as- 
pirations of desert life, truly at the time a 
" consummation devoutly to be wished." 
Let the ancients talk of "nectar," the 
drink of the gods ; what is it at such a 
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time to the sparkling limpid fluid, as it 
gurgles out of the narrow neck of the 
plebeian "lota?" 

I was scarcely more than a minute 
altogether by the stream, but I felt 
annoyed with myself for even this short 
delay. Now I had to return, and my 
heart beat high again with hope and 
dubious expectation. I resumed my 
former mien, and set out for the foot of 
the hill at the same easy pace ; again I 
reached the most dangerous part of the 
way, namely, that where the full light of 
both the huge camp-fires was thrown upon 
my person. 

I knew well that, did any individual of 
the tribe catch sight of my features while 
this glare fell full on them, my fate was 
sealed, for the whiteness of my skin, 

1 
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which, though certainly much tanned, 
was still many degrees fairer than that 
of any Bomean, would betray me, even 
supposing I was not otherwise recog- 
nized. 

The fire on my right hand having 
become rather low, great logs were heaped 
on, maMng it crackle and bum up fiercely; 
so great was the light shed around by the 
flames that it seemed quite like walking in 
broad daylight. The fiices of everybody 
were distinctly lit up, and a terrible mis- 
giving came over me that I should never 
pass this fearful ordeal. 

For a passing moment a sensation of 
fear overcame me, and I felt a longing to 
change my tactics, and run for dear life. 
You must not think hardly of me for this 
weakness, for I was only eighteen years of 
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age, and mj position truly was awfiil 
enough to try the nerves of the stoutest 
and most veteran mariner. Then I 
thought of her, dying alone there in that 
dismal cave for want of a drop of water, 
and this recollection nerved me again to 
lay down my life cheerfully, if required, in 
the attempt to save her alive. 

Having lived amongst these wild savages 
so many years, I knew their cruel mode 
of treating their prisoners of war. Had 
I not from a child upwards seen unhappy 
wretches tortured at the stake, when, more 
merciless than wild beasts, their captors 
preserved them from instant death to 
gratify their revengeful passions ? It was 
the knowledge of this that made my blood 
rush like lava through my veins,, aiid 
prompted me to throw aside the mask, 

T ^ 
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and fly to the cave like a hunted deer to its 
leafy covert. 

I felt I could do anything in open fight, 
but to daUy thus as it were with death, 
to coquet with the "king of terrors*' 
in his most repulsive form, was almost 
more than my soul could endure. " Cou- 
rage," said I to myself, when, mending 
my pace a little, I had almost got beyond 
the belt of firelight. " Courage ! I shall 
soon be in safety, and then I shall be 
amply repaid for all I have gone through by 
the bliss of seeing the gentle Satma thank 
me with her grateful loving eyes, while I 
give her to drink with my own hands out 
of the earthen vessel, more precious to us 
than goblet made firom gold of Ophir." 

But, alas ! I was too early with my self- 
congratulations, "I had hallooed," as 
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the old saying lias it, " before I was out 
of the wood." 

As I stepped forward with my eyes 
eagerly bent on the bushes at the foot of 
the descent from which I had only a few 
minutes before taken my start, I suddenly 
pushed up against a woman who was walk- 
ing across from my left hand to the camp- 
fire on the right, and whom in my eager- 
ness I had not observed. 

At the same moment she saw my white 
face, as I turned round quickly to see who 
was there, and instantaneously set up a 
succession of screams that alarmed the 
whole encampment. 

All this took place as if by magic, and 
almost before I had regained my breath 
with the shock of the collision. The 
whole of the warriors of the tribe, to the 



1 1 8 . The Achentures of 

number of some 300, were in fiill cry after 
me like a pack of foxhounds wlien first 
they sniff their keen-eyed quarry. AU 
disguise was of course useless now, though 
still, as I ran, I was undecided what course 
to pursue. My mind was confused, and I 
hardly knew what I did. . 

I determined not to make for my old 
retreat, for by doing so I might com- 
promise the safety of my friends ; on the 
other hand, there was no other refuge. 
Hence my steps, like my thoughts, were 
hesitating, and I knew that the nimblest 
of my antagonists were gaining on me. 
The shouts and yells sounded louder and 
nearer in my ears, while the sound of 
many feet indicated too surely that I had 
aroused a hornet's nest of malignant 
enemies* The pursuit did not last long* 
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There appeared in my front, returning 
to the encampment, some half-dozen war* 
riors of the tribe, who confronted me, and 
poising their spears all ready to launch at 
me, waited for my approach. There was 
no hope of escape now; had I been as 
fleet as Achilles, the " swift of foot ** him- 
self, my chance was worthless. I deter- 
mined, however, not to yield myself up 
alive to my cruel enemies ; it would be 
better for me to die hard on the spot 
where I was hunted down, than to live for 
a few hours more, and then to entertain 
my tormentors by the exhibition of my 
sufferings and groans. 

I doubled back like a hare when the 
greyhounds are close on his track, and 
after a short run, during which a perfect 
shower of spears and arrows were hurled 
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at me, though without effect, a glimmer 
of hope dawned on my mind that I might, 
after all, get safely away, when a spear 
which struck the ground about a yard in 
front of my feet tripped me up, and down 
I feU at full length. 

Before I had time to rise, one of the 
most active of my pursuers was upon me, 
and, ere I could turn round to defend 
myself, I received a terrible blow on the 
back of the head that at once deprived 
me of consciousness. 
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CHAPTER V. 

TTOW long I lay without life I know 
•*--^ not, but on recovering nay senses I 
found myself a prisoner with my hands 
tied behind my back, and with two sentries 
on guard over me, carrying long knives 
somewhat similar to Malay " creeses," and 
with orders to use them on the first 
attempt at escape on my part. My head 
felt very giddy, and on putting my hand 
up to it, I found it wet with blood. 

My physical sufferings, however, were 
as nothing to what I endured as my mind 
dwelt upon the probable condition of my 



122 The Adventures of 

helpless friends in the cave. They were 
waiting, no doubt, with sickening anxiety 
for my return, while. the being towards 
whom my heart yearned was slowly dying, 
and with vain longing looking for my 
coming with the pitcher, which, alas ! now 
lay broken, and all its priceless contents 
wasted on the sandy plain. 

Or again I pictured her to my mind's 
eye as she kept continually raising herself, 
and with piteous moans directed her fe- 
verish glance towards the narrow entrance, 
while her sweet voice, which was as music 
to my ears, entreated me in plaintive 
accents not to tarry, but to give her to 
drink ere she died. 

These thoughts wrung my heart, and I 
moved restlessly; but I was powerless, 
and, cursing my evil fortune, I gave way 
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to the full bitterness of my position. 
Some words just then uttered by my 
custodians attracted my attention, and 
tended to divert my thoughts. I lay still 
and listened to their discourse carried on 
in low tones. From what they said I 
learnt that my execution was decided 
upon, and was to take place the following 
morning. After I had been tortured to 
death, it seems the chiefs were resolved to 
break up the camp, bum whatever of the 
houses remained standing, and march back 
in triumph with all the booty and those 
women and children whom they had not 
murdered. 

As to my contemplated death, it was no 
more than I had expected, and in view of 
the mental anguish I suffered when my 
thoughts reverted to the slow agony 
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which, as I lay there, was racking the 
frame of the young Satma, I looked upon 
my coming fate with utter indifference, 
indeed, almost with a fierce longing. To 
those who have loved passionately there is 
an abyss of misery deeper far than, the 
plummet of bodily anguish can fathom. 

Again, when my guards were relieved by 
fresh sentries, my attention was directed 
to the conversation of one of the men, who 
spoke of the death of the head chieftain of 
the tribe. He had been found dead, 
stabbed to the heart in one of the houses, 
when they first burst over the sleeping 
town on that fatal night. 

They knew not, said the speaker, by 
whose hand he had fallen, but so redoubt- 
able was he in war, that it was half sus- 
pected that he had been treacherously 
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slain. The council of warriors, who had 
met together after the fight, had deter- 
mined to bury him with great pomp and 
state in a secluded spot by the brink of 
the stream, and it was resolved also that 
the whole tribe was to attend his obse- 
quies, on the morning following the execu- 
tion of the " white dog," as they politely 
designated me. 

The only thing they regretted was their 
inability to carry his body back with 
them, but it was deemed advisable to 
return home without delay, as it was 
feared that the great "white chief" who 
commanded their enemies might at any 
time return with his invincible warriors ; 
and though they had so cleverly given him 
the slip and left him marching in a con- 
trary direction to the route they them- 
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selves had taken, yet he was cmming as 
weU as fierce, and he might hear from 
some quarter that the spy who had 
promised to guide him to their camp was 
a traitor and had deceived him. 

This conversation threw some Ught on 
the success which had attended the raid of 
our enemies, and I now knew that Jame- 
son had been duped by some miscreant, 
and that the information relative to the 
foe being engaged burning and destroying 
some outlying villages, and which had 
caused the sudden departure of our fight- 
ing men, was false. 

At length the weary night dragged its 
slow length along, and the grey dawn 
broke clear and bright. It was to be the 
last mom I should pass on earth; ere 
nightfall my mutilated body would be 
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buried beneath the sod or burned and cast 
to the ^ds, and my memory itself clean 
forgotten. Before sunrise I saw prepara- 
tions making, the fiill and fearful import 
of which I knew too welL A strong stake 
was driven deep into the ground, and a 
line marked off about forty yards distant ; 
that was all. 

I shuddered as I thought of the cruel 
fete reserved for me, and looked back to 
the many times when I had seen tragedies 
take place similar to the one about to be 
enacted, and recalled the agonizing groans 
of the poor wretches as they received the 
ghastly wounds inflicted by the terrible 
javelins, and the shouts of triumph which 
greeted the successful shot. To do justice 
to my countryman, his voice was always 
raised on the side of mercy to the van- 
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quislied; but even his great influence, 
all-powerful ^s it was in war, could not 
turn the people from the indulgence of 
their barbarous propensities. 

While I awaited my doom there seemed 
to ring in my ears, like the wail of the 
lost, the appeals of the miserable sufferer 
for mercy (if he was weak enough to 
expect any from his cruel captors), or his 
screams as the well-aimed javelin inflicted 
some painfiil, though perhaps not mortal, 
blow. The prayers of the captive would 
only be answered by jeers and hooting; 
while, on the other hand, if he could 
summon enough fortitude to bear, without 
a complaint or groan, the sharp pang as 
the weapon hurtled through the air, pierc- 
ing his quivering flesh, and nailing it to 
the stake, — ^if his poor weak human nature 
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could stand this with, unflinching endur- 
ance, then 'tis true he exacted the admira- 
tion and respect of his bloodthirsty execu- 
tioners, and even wrung from them excla- 
mations of approval, but nothing more. 

No mercifiil considerations animated 
their breasts ; no, he must die, and he was 
left there bound to the stake, to sob forth 
his soul in blood, if not with tears. The 
same custom* did not hold here as pre- 
vailed in Eome in respect of the defeated, 
though not disgraced gladiator, whose 
skill and courage, mayhap, was ill-matched 
with the superior prowess and strength of 
his antagonist, the custom that placed his 
life literally in the hands of the spectators, 
and of the brutal and bloated despot who 
filled the throne of the Caasars. 

Ave Caesar, Imperator, morituri te salutant. 

K 
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We are told in classic story that the 
thumbs held up denoted that mercy was 
to be extended to the vanquished, but that 
when the thumbs were turned downwards 
it was intended to indicate to the success- 
ful champion that he was to give his pros- 
trate and bleeding foe the " coup de grace " 
—it was the imperial will and pleasure that 
the wounded athlete was to be " butchered 
to make a Koman hoUday." ' 

A worse fate than this, I knew, awaited 
me ; but a proud and stern resolve 
animated my breast, that, though die I 
must, I would not give my cruel enemies 
the happiness of triumphing over me in 
my last hours. I would show them that, 
though a mere stripling, I could die like a 
brave man ; and I would leave the proud 
reflection to my adopted countrymen and 
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to the invincible " white chief" that a 
" pale face " could suffer as stoically as he 
could fight bravely ; which was known to 
all, friends and enemies alike. 

While wrapped in these sombre reflec- 
tions, I waited calmly for my fate. A party 
of warriors approached, and informed me 
that their council of sages and chiefe had 
decided that I was to die, and admonished 
me to prepare myself for my fate, for which 
a few minutes would be allowed. I inti- 
mated to them that I was quite ready, and 
did not care how soon they began their 
tortures. This seemed to astonish the 
leader of the party, who, no doubt, had 
prepared himself for abject prayers for 
mercy from one so young as I was. 

They then left me alone ; some food was 
brought for my refection, and I sat down 

K 2 
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to make my last meal. This was soon 
over. Every moutlifol I took seemed to 
cause a choking sensation, for my thoughts 
would revert to the dismal cave and its 
unhappy tenants. 

When my guards told me to follow 
them, I rose up quite gaily, and with as 
proud and elastic a step as I could com- 
mand marched after them to the stake to 
which I was to be bound. I looked about 
me fearlessly, and strove to impress the 
spectators with the idea that I had no fear 
of death, although, truth to tell, my heart 
quailed somewhat when I encountered the 
gaze of so many hundred eyes, all bent on 
me with unpitying looks. 

I succeeded in my endeavours, however, 
and it was with a grim satisfaction I heard 
the buzz of approbation that went round 
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the circle as they marked the dauntless 
mien with which I comported myself. 
Men told off for the purpose quickly lashed 
me with strong cords to the stake. These 
lashings were secured round my wrists 
(which were previously made fast together 
behind my back) and my ankles. I was 
only suffered to wear a narrow cloth round 
my loins, so that the credit of having 
drawn " first blood " (which is as highly 
thought of among these savages as in our 
own prize-ring) might be awarded to the 
right person. 

The anticipated pleasure of witnessing 
my sufferings had drawn together the whole 
of the warriors of the tribe ; even the guards 
were temporarily withdrawn from their 
posts. The unusual interest thus excited 
was to be accounted for by the fact that I 
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was in all probabilily the first white man 
whom they had ever had the opportunity 
of torturing. It was, in fact, a unique 
show in its way, and all watched with 
savage curiosity to see whether the Fe- 
ringhee would break down at the crucial 
moment, of trial. 

Six of the most celebrated marksmen, 
previously drawn by lot, were marshalled 
up about forty yards distant, "toeing a 
line," and each man had a small pile of 
javelins at his feet. These javelins are 
terrible weapons. The staff is generally a 
long, light bamboo, about seven feet in 
length, with an iron arrow, much re- 
sembling a small harpoon, fitted in at one 
end. The barb is sometimes single, but is 
generally forged with a double head. I 
have also seen some of these Bomean 
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arrows made of a very hard wood, which 
is, for all practical purposes, quite as strong 
and durable as iron. 

It is the custom of the majority of the 
tribes on the seaboard to poison the barbs 
of their javelins ; but when they want 
sport, as in the present instance, this 
practice is not followed. It is wonderful 
what distances, and with what unerring 
accuracy, they hurl these weapons. To 
resume the thread of my story. 

After the preliminaries were arranged 
an altercation arose as to who was to 
commence, and the dispute at one time 
threatened to end in a general row. So 
serious grew the war of words that, like a 
drowning man who clutches at a straw, for 
a few minutes I had a hope that in some 
manner this httle episode might conduce 
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to my deliverance ; but a " peace-maker " 
— whom. I may be excused, perhaps, in my 
dreadful position, for not considering in 
any way a fit object for a blessing — inter- 
posed with ill-timed officiousness and 
patched up a reconciliation among the 
beUigerents. Helpless and bound as I 
was, the scene struck me as bearing a 
strong simiUtude to what would be pre- 
sented when as many greedy vultures are 
seen quarrelling over some miserable car- 
case, for I already considered myself as 
numbered with the dead. 

At length " number one " stepped up to 
the line, selected his javeUn with care, 
looked again at the barb, felt its edge with 
his thumb, which, judging by the satisfied 
grin, seemed to meet with his approval, 
and then, throwing up his arm, levelled it 
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at my breast. A shudder for a moment 
swept through my body, for as my eye 
followed the line of the weapon it seemed 
a certainty that the cold iron would drink 
my heart's blood. With the greatest deli- 
beration the savage took his aim, and at 
length hurled the weapon with the full 
force of his practised arm. 

Involuntarily I closed my eyes, and with 
knitted brows and clenched teeth awaited 
the blow, half hoping that it might be fatal, 
and yet with a faint wish — for I could not 
quite conquer the natural feeling that 
makes even the dying cling with despairing 
tenacity to hfe — that it might miss its 
mark, and leave me a few more moments 
of existence. The javelin whistled harm- 
lessly over my left shoulder, but so close 
to my ear that the wind caused by its 
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swift passage througli the air blew with 
quite a fierce gust on my cheek. 

I took a long breath of relief; but alas I 
wretch that I vas, I seemed to pass again 
through the bitterness of death as " n\im- 
ber two " took the place of the first man, 
who retired looking very crestfallen, and 
muttering some apology for his want of 
success. 

The new marksman, a broad-shouldered 
fellow, whose appearance called forth some 
applause as he took up the post assigned 
him with a short laugh of contempt at his 
imsuccessful predecessor, — ^was even longer 
in making his selection firom the bundle of 
javelins piled close at hand, and in taking 
his aim. With the greatest deliberation 
he then divested himself of his war-cloak, 
which he ostentatiously wore, and which I 
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recognized as once having belonged to a 
chief of our tribe who had faUen in fight 
some two years before. After handing the 
garment to a slave, the warrior, with a 
confident look round the assembled circle, 
poised, and, almost simultaneously, flung 
the dreaded spear. 

Ah ! I felt a sharp pang ; too true had 
been his aim, and, as something warm 
trickled down my flesh, I knew that my 
blood was flowing, and that the horrid 
tragedy, whose catastrophe was to be my 
death, had indeed commenced. My escape 
fi:om destruction was truly singular ; for, 
as I marked the line of flight and felt the 
aim was sure, I had instinctively moved 
my head and body to the left, — that is, as 
much as I could by a sudden writhe in 
that direction. The javelin would un- 



140 The Adventures of 

doubtedly have put an end to me there 
and then but for this movement, for it 
would have nailed my throat to the stake ; 
as it was, the weapon cut my neck on the 
right side, dividing some of the superficial 
veins, and causing the blood to flow pretty 
freely. The wound in itself was not 
dangerous; but the crowd yelled forth 
their delight, and struck their shields with 
their swords, as indicative of approval. 

The long eight-feet javehn quivered in 
the stake as the barb buried itself deep 
into the wood. I could now not even 
move my head back to an upright posi- 
tion, and was quite at the mercy of the 
next marksman. It was a trying moment, 
as the wretch who had been successful 
was, — ^by a unanimous wish of the crowd, 
who shouted out, "He has drawn first 
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blood; let him shoot again," — ^relegated 
to have another shot at the white 
" Sheitan." 

The four candidates whose skill had not 
yet been put to the test were much 
offended at the decision of the popular 
will; but their claims were not listened 
to, and " number two " again prepared to 
show forth his skill, this time determined 
to make an end of me, as he said, and as 
his followers boastingly echoed. I did not 
for a moment, I am bound to say, lose my 
presence of mind, but still kept up the un- 
daunted bearing with which I had faced 
my tormentors at the outset. Not even a 
groan escaped me when the cold iron first 
tasted my blood, though at the moment I 
thought the wound was mortal. 

For the third time, then, I went through 
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the slow agony of watching my cold- 
blooded executioner make liis arrange- 
ments, as he felt the edge of one weapon 
and then, not satisfied, tried another, 
which he levelled, when, not finding the 
balance of the staff quite to his taste, this 
" connoisseur " in the art of killing laid it 
again aside. 

It seemed that at last he had made his 
selection ; for he gave a grunt of approval, 
and, according to his wont, took a hasty 
step forward to the Hne, in order that he 
might hurl with greater force, when his 
arm was stayed and his attention diverted 
by a shout, which instantly deepened into 
a loud roar of many voices, while the 
outer line of spectators seemed to be 
driven in, and every one came crowding 
like a flock of startled sheep towards the 
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centre, where were gathered the chiefs and 
most famous warriors. 

For a moment I could not comprehend 
what this meant; but then I heard well- 
known voices, and, above all, the sten- 
torian tones of my countryman, who 
cheered on his braves to take a bloody 
vengeance on the insolent foe. No en- 
couragement of this sort was needed ; for, 
like a tigress robbed of her whelps, my 
liberators came bounding on to the scene 
and filling the air with their war-cries. 

So terrific was the onslaught, and so 
unexpected had been the attack, that for a 
few minutes the enemy scarcely ofiered 
any resistance ; they seemed petrified, and 
their ranks were thrown into utter dis- 
organization and confusion. Jameson 
burst through the terrified throng, and I 
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could distinguish him as, maddened with 
the thought of the probable massacre of 
his family, he cut his way through all 
opposition with a long two-handled sword 
which he had had forged for his especial 
use. 

The stout, brawny fellow who had been 
successful in wounding me had hastily put 
on his war-cloak, and rushed forward to 
meet the redoubtable " captain of the 
foretop," calUng upon his countrymen at 
the same time to support him. The 
wretch might just as well have striven 
single-handed to encounter a charge of 
cavalry. 

As he cleared the line of his discomfited 
comrades, and ran forward to oppose with 
his " tulwar " the long weapon somewhat 
resembling a mediaeval sword which the 
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"White Sheitan" wielded with both 
hands, the two met, in fearful shock, in 
the midst. The Bomean raised his ob- 
long-shaped shield, which, constructed of 
a tough hide stretched over wicker-work, 
is quite capable of resisting an ordinary 
blow or warding off a javelin; but the 
dnsky savage paid dearly for his temerity 
in thus seeking to match himself against 
the stalwart Anglo-Saxon, who, remark- 
able for muscular development among his 
messmates when a petty oJBScer of the ill- 
fated Minnow, was, in the matter of bodily 
strength, a veritable Samson among the 
Dyaks. 

The single combat took place in the 
open space before me and within a few 
feet of where I was standing. As I 
glanced at my late torturer, I fancied a 

L 
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livid pallour spread over his tawny cheek ; 
it is certain he quailed perceptibly before 
the white man, and when all too late re- 
pented of the hasty valour which had 
induced him thus to throw down the 
gauntlet to so doughty a champion. Re- 
treat was out of the qiiestion ; but it was 
only in a half-hearted manner he stopped 
to await the onset of his enemy. It was 
a grand sight to see the Englishman as, 
pushing through the crowd, he sprang 
forward, and with a succession of bounds, 
like a lion when leaping on his prey, 
cleared the intervening space and bore 
down on the Bornean. 

With his last stride, which brought him 
up to his antagonist, he swung his sword 
round from over his right shoulder, and, 
with a hoarse shout, literally swept the 
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sable warrior from the ground. The shield 
which warded off the blow from perhaps 
cutting him in twain, could not prevent 
the mighty concussion from knocking him 
bodily off his legs as though he had been a 
ninepin; so trenchant was the stroke, 
and so tremendous the force with which it 
was delivered, that the unhappy recipient 
was flung maimed and senseless about 
four yards from where he had stood. 
Following up the blow instantly, the 
quondam " man-o'-war's-man " jimiped at 
him like a oat on a mouse, and with " cut 
No. 7" of the "cutlass drill" almost 
divided his skull into two. 

On examining the dead man afterwards, 
we found that the first blow practically 
put an end to him ; for his ribs and left 
arm had been broken by the shock, ir 

L 2 
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spite of the tliick hide shield. This 
strange encounter was witnessed by every 
man of both tribes, and the result was a 
precipitate flight on the one side and a 
scene of indiscriminate slaughter on the 
other. So great was the panic that no 
resistance was attempted, and the spears 
of our victorious braves were all dripping 
with the gore of our enemies. To return 
to myself. 

The instant Jameson had annihilated 
his antagonist he turned to me, and shout- 
ing out, in Enghsh, "You are free, my 
lad. Hurrah for the old Minnow ! " with 
a few strokes of his knife severed my 
bonds. Stupified and overcome with the 
sudden alternations of agony and joy, 
hope and despair, through which I had 
passed, faint with the loss of blood which 
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had been slowly draining out of me for 
the last ten minutes, and with the circula- 
tion entirely stopped by the tightness with 
which the lashings had been drawn, I 
tottered forward and would have fallen to 
the ground, but that my gallant deliverer 
caught me in his arms. I had just 
strength to murmur — 

" The cave, the cave ! water ! quick ! 
they are dying ! " and then my brain 
reeled, a suffocating sensation seemed to 
choke my very breath, and all conscious- 
ness fled. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

pORTTTNATBLY, before I relapsed into 
-*- unconsciousness, the cliief in whose 
household I had been a slave so many years 
joined the group around me, so that he 
was able to understand what was unintel- 
ligible to the other bystanders. He at once 
concluded that I referred to the secret 
cave on the hillside only known to himself 
and his family, and so, snatching up a 
water-vessel, hurried up the mountain, 
followed by some of his retainers. 

To relieve the minds of my readers, I 
might mention that the massacre of our 
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defenceless people had not been so general 
as we refugees at first had fancied. It 
was indeed too true that, according to the 
merciless custom of giving no quarter 
which prevails throughout all the islands 
forming the Archipelago in which Borneo 
is situated, all the elders, and some few of 
the children, as well as all those of the 
fighting men who had not escaped, were 
put to the sword, but the women were 
mostly spared, for their captors intended 
carrying them off as part of the booty — 
the " spolia opima '' to which the success- 
ful warriors always considered themselves 
justly entitled. 

I was informed that I lay for a consider- 
able time in a swoon, and that all the 
efforts of my friends to restore conscious- 
ness were unattended with success. The 
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drain of blood from my neck had been 
great, and would doubtless have been 
fatal ere long, but that it was staunched 
by my attendants, who by repeated 
administrations of restoratives at length 
brought me round. 

You may be sure the first thing I did 
was to ask, with trembling eagerness, after 
the gentle Satma. With what happiness 
I heard that she was aUve, though this 
pleasure was greatly qualified by the 
announcement that she was very ill and 
weak. 

They had brought her down from the 
miserable cave where she had lain durinor 
those three terrible days, and I was told 
that she was being carefully tended by 
her relatives. Just then my kind friend, 
her mother, came up, and was much 
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delighted to find that I had regained my 
consciousness. 

True to her old chariacter, the good 
woman washed and dressed the wound on 
the neck, as well as the severe cut I had 
received on my head, and brought me 
some food prepared by her own hands. 
She repeatedly called me her deliverer, 
and offered to lead me to her daughter, 
who, she said, asked after me repeatedly, 
and during her delirious fits raved of my 
unselfish devotion in attempting to procure 
water for her. I sprung up to follow my 
benefactress, but found myself so weak 
that I had to lean on her arm for support. 
She led me to one of the few habitations 
left standing. 

On entering the principal room I found 
the young girl reclining in her bed. Her 



154 2%e Adventures of 

eyes looked very large and lustrous, and 
her appearance seemed altered nmcK for 
the worse since I left her in the dreary 
cave to set off on my perilous venture. I 
stood for a moment silently contemplating 
her thin but still engaging features, my 
heart filled with painful forebodings, when 
she turned languidly round to see whose 
figure had darkened her bedside. 

It was joy unutterable to me to mark 
the change that swept over her delicate 
face as she recognized me. She smiled ; 
her eyes beamed with a look which it 
required no physiognomist to bring to my 
heart the precious conviction that it was 
the expression of love. What truth there 
is in the poet's words — 

'Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark our coming, 
Ajid look brighter when we come. 
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She essayed to raise hOTself from her bed, 
but, alas I the attempt was vain ; she fell 
back with a sigh, and held out one tiny 
hand to welcome me. 

" Poor child I " said the mother to me in a 
faltering voice, ^* she is too weak to speak/' 

I knelt down by her bedside — ^they had 
laid her on the description of bedstead 
which in India is called a "charpoy" 
— ^and, taking her hand, asked her how 
she felt, and expressed my sorrow at 
having failed in my attempt to bring her 
water from the brook. 

She pressed my hand, and in a whisper 
which I only caught by bending my head 
close to her mouth, called me her brave 
preserver, and with a burst of tears said 
she hoped I had not suffered any cruelty 
at the hands of the savage enemy. 
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From this question I knew they had 
kept from her the barbarous treatment I 
had experienced at the stake, as well as 
the wounds I had received. I reassured 
her on this point, and then we passed a 
few happy minutes ; in silence it is true, 
but I say, unhappy is the man or woman 
who has not passed a few such moments 
in his or her lifetime— moments when the 
mute intercourse of two hearts has more 
of bliss, aye, and is better understood too 
(by themselves alone, of course), than 
hours of discourse, though carried on by 
eloquent tongues. 

Though their speech 
"Was broken words, they thought a language there, — 
And all the burning tongues the passions teach 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 
Of nature's oracles — ^first love ; that all 
Which Eve has left her daughters since her fisdl. 
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Our interview only lasted for a short time, 
for Satma became so excited at the plea- 
sure of seeing me that she began to 
wander in her conversation. 

On my preparing to take my leave she 
cried, and conjured me in delirious accents 
to stay with her, and not to leave her in 
the hands of her cruel enemies, who were 
going to put her to death. At length, 
overcome with weakness, the poor girl 
sank back on her couch in a fainting fit. 
I bathed her face and sought to restore 
her to hfe. Soon she showed signs of 
returning consciousness, when fearful of 
again showing myself, I snatched one kiss 
from her pale lips, and hastily left the 
room. 

Her mother accompanied me, and as we 
walked along in silence and filled with 
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sorrowful thoughts, we saw a crowd of 
people, all tending in one direction. Im- 
pelled by her woman^s curiosity, my kind 
mistress proposed that we should see what 
was going on. 

On reaching the outskirts of the as- 
sembly we pushed our way into the midst, 
the people respectfully giving place to us. 
There, stretched on a bier, lay before us 
the body of a fine, stalwart Bomean — ^no 
doubt the redoubtable chief of whom my 
guards had spoken — all decked out ready 
for interment. 

On looking at the features I at once 
recognized the warrior whom I had stunned 
with my club on that terrible night, and 
whom, while still in a state of insensibility, 
I had afterwards stabbed. My companion 
at the same time identified the dead man 
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by the wounds, and was about to order 
the slaves, whose duty it was to bury all 
the corpses of the enemy, to defer the 
burial of this one, as it was the remains of 
the greatest chieftain of our most im- 
placable foes, when Jameson — topping the 
crowd by nearly a head — ^appeared, fol- 
lowed by all the councillors and chiefs of 
our tribe, and walking up to me with an 
expression of kind good humour on his 
honest, handsome face, slapped me on the 
shoulder and bawled out in my ear, 

" Well, boy, how do you luff up ? I 
have indooced our council of wise men, as 
they call themselves, to give you your 
freedom; and, what's more, you're to 
mount the swabs.* D'ye sava ? They are 

* 

* Naval term for epaulettes. 
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going to make a chief of you, right off the 
reel." 

After he had finished this singular 
address, my old master addressed the 
assembly, and told them what I had 
done; how I had saved the lives of his 
wife and daughter, and had risked my 
own in my endeavours to supply them 
with water ; and how well, by my conduct 
at the stake, I had supported the reputa* 
tion of the tribe. 

The people shouted out their approval 
lustily, and rattled their shields and 
weapons, while some, more enthusiastic, 
raised me on theu' shoulders, and were 
about to bear me in triumph round the 
camp, when my late mistress stepped to 
the fi:ont and addressing the chiefs, in- 
formed them that I had encountered and 
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slain the person whose body now lay 
before them, and that the dead man was 
no other than Sunudeen, the notorious 
leader, the " head and hand," as he was 
called, of our deadly enemies. 

Upon hearing that name our great 
men approached, and after inspecting the 
corpse, which they identified as Sunu- 
deen's by certain scars, could not find 
words suflBlciently strong to express their 
amazement and congratulations. I was 
initiated that very night with great cere- 
mony into the rights and duties of chief- 
tainship, the mysteries of which, however, 
it is not necessary for me here to detail. 
I was now fSted and courted by all, even 
by those who once had not a kind word 
for me. Chiefs with eligible daughters 
came forward with proposals of marriage. 
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all of which, however, I respectftdly de- 
clined. 

It would be to no purpose were I to 
describe the lingering illness which our 
noble-hearted young heroine bore with all 
the uncomplaining gentleness and forti- 
tude of her nature. All her friends soon 
saw that her steps were tending fast to 
the tomb, and that her days were num- 
bered. 

When this fatal intelligence was broken 
to her, she wept a little in silence, but 
said not a word for a few minutes. I was 
not present, for I could not summon suffi- 
cient courage to witness her emotions. 
She sent for me as soon as she could 
speak, and I strove to comfort her with 
kind and encouraging words, though, sooth 
to say, my own heart sadly wanted solacing. 
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I will pass over the next few days. She 
became rapidly weaker, and seemed to be 
withering away like a tender flower when 
the light and warmth of the sun are 
withdrawn. 

At length the last horn* approached. 
One evening we were standing round 
Satma's bedside, when we all became 
^ware of a marked and terrible change, 
which seemed to have crept suddenly over 
her face, as a squall when it ruffles the 
bosom of a summer sea* 

Suddenly the old man ceased speaking. 
I had been listening attentively to his 
affecting narrative, and with eyes cast 
on the deck of the sampan, was pictur-* 
iog to myself the solemn scene, when 
the tones of . his voice, whidi had br 

^ 2 



1 64 : The Adventures of 

hitherto firm and clear, gradually thick- 
ened, while he spoke in accents low and 
faltering. 

So accustomed had my ear become to 
the uninterrupted flow of the speaker's 
words that I involuntarily looked up. The 
old weather-beaten sailor was there before 
me, but his whole attitude was eloquently 
expressive of dejection, and the sorrow 
awakened by the recital of long-past recol- 
lections. His head was sunk on his hands, 
and his elbows leaned on the stern of the 
row-boat, so that he had quite turned 
himself away from me. 

I waited in silence, and with much 
sympathy also — for I had never wit- 
nessed the exhibition of the tender phase 
of Captain Hawsepipe's character — for 
the resumption of. the story. He did not 
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move, but presently said in a voice hoarse 
andmuflBied: — '*. 

" Yes, now I think of it, it is forty-three 
years to-morrow since I stood by that 
Dyak maiden's deathbed, and as I relate 
the story of the history of my first and 
last love, the whole scene rises as vividly 
before my memory as if it was now being 
enacted." 

He spoke slowly, and each word was 
measured and marked, as a man might 
speak when soliloquising. 

" Ah ! boy, love is not in my line now, 
but when I sometimes think of those days 
of exile which love alone made endurable, 
the full bitterness of that parting still 
bursts like a mountain torrent over my 
heart, and I feel I would give all I pos- 
sess, aye, and the few remaining years of 
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my life also, to recall one hour of such 
bKss/* 



I knelt down by her, and I took her 
two hands— oh ! so transparent they were 
— between my own ; and I recollect well 
how in broken accents I told her that life 
could have no joy for me without her, and 
that I should pray to Heaven daily to take 
me to her. Just before her spirit passed 
away, she became quite calm and col- 
lected, and spoke in a soft whisper, but 
quite resignedly, of her approaching dis- 
solution, imploring me with her latest 
breath to pray for resignation to bear my 
bereavement. So, with her hand in. mine, 
she sank to rest, and I never knew exactly 
when she breathed her last. 
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After a few minutes Captain Hawsepipe 
raised his head, and I was greatly tonched 
to see the evident traces of tears on his 
honest bearded face, in him an unaccus- 
tomed weakness. He resumed. 

I never could agree with the poet who 
says — 

I hold it true whate'er befall, — - 
I feel it when I sorrow most,— 
'Tis better to have loved and lost, 

Than never to have loved at all. 

My love brought me a few short days of 
happiness, and forty-three long years 
of regret and bitter memories; and 
though Melancholy has yielded its joys in 
which " the stranger intermeddleth not," 
yet have they been far outbalanced by the 
sorrowing yearnings of near half a century. 
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We buried her by the banks of the 
jstream where we often as children used to 
wander. I was her slave in those days, 
and she was ever the kindest of young 
mistresses to me. What happiness it was 
to be at her beck and call. 

"But now/* I reasoned, "it is all 
changed." 'Tis true I am a great chief, 
the youngest in the tribe and only second 
in prestige and by popular consent to 
the * white chief,* my countryman. I 
have slaves, a grand dwelling-place with 
the spoils — spoils of the conquered enemy 
decking my spacious rooms, and, more 
than all, there is the skull of the once 
dreaded Sunudeen, a trophy which is the 
envy of every one, and renders me the 
cynosure of all eyes." None of these 
things, however, now brought me hap- 
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piness, and I resolved to take the first 
opportunity of eflfecting my escape from 
scenes and associations which had lost all 
the chann they once possessed for me. 

As I was a free agent and could go and 
come out of the camp without let or 
hindrance, I had only to form my plans, 
I determined to make my way to the 
coast which we often approached when on 
our foray^, and from thence to escape on 
board some native trader, bound to Singa- 
pore. I had plenty of money, and ** palm 
oil " goes as far in those latitudes as in 
our more civilized communities. 
^ The chief regret I had was in leaving 
my old shipmate Jameson, who always 
stood my friend, and who had insisted — '< 
contrary to the views of the majority of the 
council, who were jealous of his influence 
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and acliievemeiits — on my being admitted 
to the rank of chief with all the rights and 
immnnities attaching thereto. On one 
occasion, Kke another offended Achilles, 
he had threatened to retire into his tent, 
and no more to lead to victory the war- 
riors of his tribe. Then there was my 
staunch friend, poor Satma's mother, what 
a grief my desertion would be to her, for 
she loved to call me ^' her son.'* Dwell- 
ing thus on all her numberless acts of 
motherly tenderness, I thought of the 
bitter words wrung from the lacerated 
heart of the aged King Lear, when, 
deserted by his children, he exclaimed, 
" Sharper than a serpent's tooth it is to 
have a thankless chUd.'' With equal 
force would these expressions apply to 
me* 
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On tlie other hand, was I to sacrifice 
myself, soul and body, and live and die 
out here among savages, whose habits and 
modes of thought and religion were all 
equally distasteful, nay hateful, to me? 
Filled with these conflicting feelings, my 
mind was racked with miserable doubts. 
I could not bear to compromise my friends 
by my desertion, and still more to leave 
behind the sting of ingratitude — ^that basest 
of crimes. At length a bright thought 
struck me. I would undertake some duty 
which would give me the opportunity of 
escaping without bringing disgrace on 
Jameson, or betraying any trust. I would 
leave behind the impression that I had 
fallen a victim to my enterprise. An 
opportunity soon offered. 

A small party of fighting men were 
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despatched to the sea-coast, and I readily 
joined them. For the last time I sat in 
council with my compeers, and from thence 
retired to my house, where I lived a soli- 
tary and unsociable life. 

On the eve of undertaking the expedi* 
tion I walked over to Jameson's quarters, 
who received me with his usual kindness, 
and we chatted over the wood fire about 
old times on board the Minnow. Many, 
many years had elapsed since we, the only 
survivors from that terrible shipwreck, 
were cas!^. senseless and bleeding on the 
storm-lashed coast. Our Hves were saved 
by an inscrutable Providence, in a manner 
which might be called truly miraculous; 
and as often as that eventful night was 
alluded to, Jameson, all reckless and irre- 
ligious as he was, never spoke of the 
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subject without a certain awe and with 
'bated breath. 

"We again, on this night, talked of our 
shipmates who had gone to their last 
account, and whose bones had long since 
been buried in the shifting sands, as the 
tides washed backwards and forwards in 
their changeless and unceasing round. We 
spoke of " topmat^s " and "messmates," 
and in not less affectionate terms of the 
brave old captain and his gallant oflBcers, 
whom every man on board the brig was 
proud to obey. 

Separated as we were from home and 
friends, this one memory of six years ago 
seemed to be the sole link which joined us 
to our fatherland, " old England." We 
sat together over the wood fire, while it 
got lower and lower in the grate, until all 
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flame died out, and the embers burnt with 
a bright glow on our faces, but shed little 
light in the large apartment. The gloom 
deepened as, heedless of the darkness, we 
exchanged anecdotes and reminiscences of 
the old Minnow life. 

To any one of an imaginative turn of 
mind, or unaccustomed to the appearance 
of the interior of a Bomean*s principal 
apartment, the scene which presented itself 
in the darkened chamber, as I looked 
round, would have called forth feelings of 
superstitious awe, if not of actual dread. 

All round the walls were hung skins of 
beasts killed in the chase, while the skulls 
of enemies slain in battle hj the invincible 
arm of the lord of the dwelling — ^the great 
" White Sheitan," whose name (like that 
of the once unccmquerable Talbot, in our 
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wars with France) was used by the women 
of hostile tribes to quiet their children 
when fractious — ^were placed in conspi- 
cuous places. As their white polished 
surfaces caught the occasional ghnuner of 
the fast-dying Hght they seemed to be 
once more grinning defiance at their victor, 
who, leaning forward with his face resting 
on his hands, seemed to be fancifiilly 
picturing to himself the features of departed 
friends in the wood ashes. 

All unheeding the lateness of the hour 
we two sat by the rude hearth; we 
neglected to heap on more wood, and the 
fire gradually smouldered away. We had 
remained some time quite silent, each one 
filled with melancholy thoughts. My mind 
had wandered off to my home, where I was 
doubtless supposed to be long dead ; and 
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my companion seemed equally engrossed, 
when the chilliness of the hour (it was 
long past midnight) aroused him. With a 
shudder he jumped up, expressed his sur- 
prise when he found how quickly the time 
had flown, and then, with a shake of the 
hand and a subdued "Good night," we 
parted and saw no more of each other. 

Poor Jameson! As true and noble- 
hearted a fellow you were as ever stepped 
on a ship's deck, or " hauled out a weather 
reef-earing " in a gale of wind. Our paths 
henceforth lay wide asunder, and after 
exchanging that old Saxon parting saluta- 
tion, "Good night," each of us wended 
his way — he to his heathenish life, and I 
with a settled determination to break off 
associations so uncongenial to my spirit as 
those of my present mode of living. As 
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retiring to his couch in an adjacent room 
his manly figure faded fi^om my sight in 
the gloom, I gave one sigh of regret, and 
perhaps of relief, and turning on my heel 
left the house. 

Before six in the morning the raiding 
party were " under weigh." We consisted 
of some forty men, and I was one of the 
chiefs sent to conduct the expedition. On 
the second day we sighted the sea, along 
the coast of which we skirted. 

What memories returned as I recognized 
the bluff headland near which the brig-of- 
war had been wrecked nearly seven years 
since, and the small bay, girdled round 
with the frowning rocks, on whose jagged 
peaks she had been shivered to pieces I 
There was the ledge where I found myself 
on awaking to consciousness, and there 

N 
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the strand on to which. I succeeded in 
clambering, and where I was captured by 
ray present companions, 

Atlier we had left this bay a few miles 
in our rear, I remarked a trading vessel, 
which I knew by her rig came from Singa- 
pore, lying at anchor not more than half a 
mile from shore. To this vessel I deter- 
mined to swim off during the succeeding 
night. The jewels of the sheath and hilt 
of the dagger, which I had wrested from 
the dead chief, Sunudeen, were certainly 
of sufficient value to tempt the cupidity of 
any native merchant. 

I longed for night to shroud my move- 
ments with its sa<ble wings, and must own 
to having felt no little trepidation as to 
the success of my projected flight. If I 
wer0 caugh^t in escaping I knew enough of 
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the jealousy entertained by the warriors of 
the tribe both towards Jameson and my- 
self, consequent on our success in attaining 
distinction, to be sensible that such a 
contretemps would certainly end in my 
death, and perhaps might compromise 
the safety of my jftiend also. 
t- However, I adopted a "iiise^ which, I 
a? hoped, even in case of failure, would not 
il^ involve either of us in unpleasant conse- 
1^ quences, I shall best develop my plan of 
Jy action by the narration of the circum- 
of stances attending my escape, and which, I 
may state for the benefit of those of my 
ve* readers who have followed the foregoing 
adventures with somewhat of interest, was 
t^ crowned with complete success. 
!fi It was a dark night; no stars were 
lo' visible, and the moon had not yet risen 
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from her watery bed. This favourable 
conjuncture was positively necessary for 
the carrying out of the scheme, and 
another desideratum, a calm placid sea, 
was also not wanting. It was my self- 
imposed duty that evening, after the day's 
march was over ai;^d all the warriors had 
retired to rest, to keep watch over the 
camp, and to see that the three men on 
out-post duty were on the qui vive. 

At midnight the guards were reHeved, 
and as near as I could calculate, about 
half-past one or two in the morning, when 
the entire camp was wrapped in deepest 
slumber, I judged that the time had at 
length arrived when I must make my 
essay at escape. Disencumbering myself 
of my long loose cloak, I rose from before 
the camp-fire, and taking my sword and 
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dagger set off as if to inspect the 
sentries. 

To the right of the camp, that is, in the 
same direction as lay the Singapore trader, 
there stretched for several miles a fine, 
rolling expanse of grass land, which ex- 
tended also in some places to within a few 
yards of high- water mark. 

We had pitched our camp and lighted 
oiu* watch-fires on the hard sand, within a 
stone's throw of the border of this prairie- 
like country. After visiting the guards 
and conversing for a few minutes care- 
lessly with each individual, I strolled on a 
little further. 

When I had walked about 300 yards, 
I drew my sword fi^om the sheath, and 
making a small incision in my arm daubed 
the blade and hilt all over with blood. I 
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then trod the grass down all about where 
I stood, and kicked up the earth so as to 
make it appear that a struggle had taken 
place on the spot. Finally, flinging the 
sword down, I set up a quick succession 
of whoops, and then "made tracks," as 
the Yankees say, along the meadow lands 
as fast as ever my legs could carry me. 

Just for one moment I could distinguish 
the shouts of the sentries as they fell back 
on the main body, and the sound of the 
gong which they beat to arouse the sleep- 
ing warriors of the tribe. The whole camp 
I knew would be aroused in a few seconds, 
for every man slept with his weapons 
within arm's length, I ran straight as an 
arrow, and in a line parallel to the sea- 
shore : the short grass left no mark what- 
ever behind, so as to enable my friends to 
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trace my line of flight, and remarkable as 
I was in the tribe for fleetness of foot, I 
had little fear that I should not — barring 
accidents — ^make good my escape. 

On and on I sped like the wind, until 
quite out of breath with the exercise I 
stopped and listened for any sound of pur- 
suit. There was complete silence ; I had 
outdistanced my late comrades, if they 
had attempted to follow me, although the 
probabiHty was that, apprehending an 
attack in force from a hostile party, they 
were either standing on the defensive till 
daylight, or were cautiously feeling their 
way in the direction from whence my 
shouts for assistance had proceeded. 

It was certam that in either case there 
was no attempt at pursuit, so I slack^xed 
my speed and proceeded along the margin 
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of the sea at a brisk walk. Soon I siglited 
the mercliaiit vessel still at anchor. 

Making for the water at a point where 
the tiny wavelets rippled with a gentle 
sleepy, beat on the sandy beach, almost 
washing the bright verdure of the turf on 
which I walked, I plunged into the sea 
and swam off to the trader. Thanks to 
my having been taught this necessary 
accompHshment early in life, I had no fear 
in undertaking such a task. The vessel 
lay about half-a-mile from the beach, and 
by occasionally floating when at all 
fatigued, I succeeded in reaching her in 
safety. When I approached near enough, 
I hailed the look-out man in English, 
" Ship a-hoy ! " 

A lantern was held over the side, and 
I saw some half-dozen partially dressed 
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Lascars peering over tlie bulwark. My 
strange salutation on such a desert coast 
had caused a sensation on board, and no 
little confusion too, for I could see people 
hurrying about in an excited manner. 

Presently, however, to my joy, I heard 
a loud, hoarse voice bellowing out, in un- 
mistakable North of England dialect, 
"What do you want ? Who the devil 
are you ? " and then, without waiting for 
an answer, " You had best sheer off." 

This was anything but a Yorkshire 
welcome ; but nothing daunted, I replied, 
"I am an Englishman; have been ship- 
wrecked. Let me come on board, unless 
you wish me to be drowned before your 
eyes." 

" Well, come aboard," answered the 
same voice, after a pause of a few 
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moments. " But, mind you, if you are up 
to any of your jarate dodges, I'll blow 
your brains out, as sure as my name is 
Dick Spritsail I '' 

I was not long in swimming alongside, 
and swarming up the side of the lowJying 
craft, by means of a rope which "Old 
Shiver-the-mizen " — as I used afterwards 
to call him, for we were shipmates to- 
gether for some months — ^threw towards 
me. He treated me very well — gB,ye me 
clothes and something hot to restore the 
carculation after my long swim. 

At daylight we weighed anchor, and 
sailed for the Philippine Islands, between 
which and Singapore my fiiend did a good 
trade. We had a smart crew, all Lascars, 
with one European, a> German, wha was 
chief mate. The ship's armament con- 
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sisted of soma swivel three-potiiiders, 
mounted on the rail, to keep off piratical 
visitants. 

I assisted in the navigation of the ves- 
sel; and on our arrival at Singapore, 
some three months after I joined, he. 
offered to give me the berth of chief officer 
on board the Sarah Jane, the name he had 
given the craft, as he told me, in memory 
of his only child, whose early deaths 
together with the desertion of his wife, 
had induced him to leave England some 
few years before, never to return. 

I declined his offer, as I was desirous of 
seeing my friends and relations in the old 
country, against which I had contracted 
no such rooted aversion. On bidding the 
worthy skipper farewell, with thanks for 
aU his hospitality, I offered him the 
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jewelled dagger as a memento of me, but 
lie refused anytliing in the way of re- 
muneration. 

I shipped before the mast in the first 
vessel that ofiered, and after a long and 
tempestuous voyage arrived in England. 
You may imagine with what a beating 
heart I made my way home ; for iq this 
world of change and vicissitude Time 
marks its flight with fearful gaps in once- 
happy households, and seven long years 
had passed since I last set foot on the 
threshold of the old home. I passed 
through the wicket gate, and looked with 
sickening anxiety at the little garden, 
which was as well kept as of old — ^nothing 
here spoke of the place having changed 
hands. With trembling touch I raised 
the knocker, and having struck an un- 



Joshua Hawsepipe. 189 

certain summons, waited nervously for 
an answer. 

The door was opened, and the next 
moment I clasped to my breast the dear, 
well-remembered figure of my mother, 
who, having long given me up as dead, at 
first refused to believe the evidence of her 
senses. 

However all's well that ends well, and 
here end 
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